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PROLOGUE, 
Spoken by a Shabby Poet. 


VE Gods! What Crime had my poor Father done, 
That you fhould make a Poet of his Son? 
Or is°t for fome great Services of hisy 
I are pleasd to Compliment his Boy —with this. 
| [Shewing his Crown of Laurel. 
_ The Honour, I muft needs confefs, ts great, 
4; with his Crown, you'd tell him where to eat. 
ss well— But I have more Complaints —look here! 
[Shewing his ragged Coat. 
Hark ye?—D' ye think this Suit good Winter Wear ? 
In a Cold Morning ; whu—at a Lord's Gate, - 
How you have let the Porter let me wait ? 
You'll [ays phbage you knew I'd get no Harm, 
You'd giv'n me Fire enough to keep me Warm. 
Ah : : 
4A World of Blefings to that Fire we owe; 
-Without it I'd ne'er made this Princely Show. 
1 have a Brother too, now in my Sight, 
| [Looking behind the Scenes. 

A bufie Man amongft us here to Night. 
Your Fire has made him play a Thoufand Pranks, 
For which, no doubt, you've had his daily Thanks, 
He’as thank’d you, firft, for all his Decent Plays, 
Where he fo nick d it, when he lVrit for Praife. 
Next, for his meddling with fome Folks in Black, 
And bringing Soule —a Prieft upon his Back; . 
For bu:" .-.7 Houfes here ¢ oblige the ‘Peers, 
| | nd fetching all their Houfe about his Ears y 

, | __ AZ | Fer 





For anew Play, he’as now thought fit to write, 


To footh the Town—which they —will damn to Nighr. - 


Thefe Benefits.are fuch, no Man can doubt 
But he'll goon, and fet your Fancy out. ; 
Till, for Reward of all his Noble Deeds, 
At laft like other [prightly Foiks he [peeds :.~ 
Has this great Recompence fix'd on his Brow - 
At fam'd Parnailus; has your Leave to Bow, | 
ind walk about the Streets —Equippd—as l am now. ) 











EPILOGUE, 
_'. Spoke by Mrs. Barry. 


VE heard wife Men, in Politicks lay down 

I What Feats by little England might be done, ¢ 

Were all agreed, and all would att as One. 
Ye Wives aufeful Hint from this might take, ra 
The heavy, old, defpotick Kingdom jhake, 
And make your Matrimonial Monfieurs guake.. - S 

Our Heads are feeble, and we're aT by Laws ;: 

Our Hands are weak, and not too ftrong our Caufe: 
Tet would thefe [leads and Hands, [uch as they are, +> 
In firm Confed’racy refolve on War, € 
You'd find your Tyrants what Lve. found my.Dear.) 
What only Two united can produce , 
Tou've feente Night, a Sample for your Ufe.s. 
Single, we found we nothing could obtain ;.° 
We join our Force, and we fubdu'd our Men.. 
Believe me, (my dear Sex) they are net Brave; 
Lry each your Man, you qusckly find your Slave. | 
£ know they'll make Campaigns, risk Blocd and Lifes; >: 
But this is aguore terrifying Strife ;. € 
Lhey ll ffand a Shot, who'll tremble at aWife. 
Beat then your Drums, and your fhrill Trumpets found, > 
Let all your Vifits of your Feafts refound, . . 
“Ind Deeds of War jn Cups of Tea go round: + | 
Lhe Stars ave with you, Fateis in your Hand, ~ 2 








fn Twelve Months Time youve vanguifyd half the Land, 
Be Wife, and keep ’em under good Command. 

Lhis Year will to your Glory long be known, 

Ind deathle{s Ballads hand your Triumphs down: 

four late. Atchievements ever will remain, | : 
Lor tho you cannot boaft of many Slain, & 
Lour Prisners foew, you've made a brave Campaign. | 


Dramatis. 


Dramatis Perfone. 
M EN. 


Gripes Two rich Mony Scrive-} Mr. Leigh, 
Monytrap, ners. Mr. ‘Dogget. 
Dick, a Gamefter, Son to Mrs. 4mlet, Mr. Booth. 
Brafs, his Companion, pafles er his 

ee de ia aj Me. Pack. 
Clip, a Gold{mith. : _ Mr. Mimes. 
Feffamin, Foot-boy to Clariffa. 


WOMEN. 


Clariffa, Wife to Gripe, an expenfive 
luxurious Woman, a great Miner Mi Barry. 
of Quality. 
Araminta, Wife to Monytrap, very in- 
timate with C/ariffa, of the fame Mrs Porter. 
Humour. - | 
Corinna, Daughter to Gripe by a former? - e. 
Wife, a good Fortune, young, and Mrs Bradfhaw. 
kept very clofe by her Father. 
Tippanta, Clariffa’s Maid. Mrs. Bracegirdle. 
Mrs. Amlet, a Sciler of all Sorts of pri-}, spy: 
* wate Affairs to the Ladies. P pM. Hen 


Mrs. Cloggst, her Neighbour. | ” Mes, Baker. 
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SG EN i; Covent seas 
| Enter Mrs. Amlet aad Mrs, Cloggit, meeting. 


Neighbour Clogg:t; How do’s all at your 


— Arad. Gwe Morrow, Neighbour; eood Morrow, 


Houfe this Morning? — | 

Clog. Thank you kindly, Mrs. Amlet, thank you kind. 
ly; how do you dol pray? 

Aml, At the old Rate, Neighbour, poor and honeft; 


_ thefe are hard Times good lack. 


_ Clog. If they: are hard with you, what are they with us? 
You have a good Trade going, all the great F olks in Town 
help you off with your Merchandize. 

Aml. Yes, they do help us off with * em indeed; _ 


| buy all. 


Clog, And pay? 

Ami. For fome. 

Clog. Well, ’tis a thoufand Pitics, Mrs, Amlet, i“ are 
not as ready at one, as they are at c’other: For, not fo 
wrong ‘em, they give very good Rates. 

Anil. O for that, letusdo’em Juftice, Neighbour; they 
never make two Words upon the Price, gll they haggle _ 
about is the Day of Payment. . 

Clog. There's all the Difpure, as yOu fay. | 

B Ami. 


* 
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Aml. But that’s a wicked one:. For my patt, Neigh-’ 
bour, 1’m jut ttr’d off my Legs with trottmg after ’em; — 


befides, ic catsout all our Pron. © Would you believe it, 
Mrs. Clogg:t,, I have worn out four Pair of Fettins, .with 
. following my cfc” able Le ‘for One Sett: of falfe 
' Teeth and but Three Pots of Paint. . — | 
Clog. Look youtherenow., = > _ 
Amt. \f they would but once let me get enough by ’em; 
to kecp-a Coach to carry me a Dunning after ’em, there 
would be fome Confcience 1n it. | , 
Clog. Ay, that were fomething. But now you talk of 


_ Confcience, Mrs, Amlet, how.do you fpeed.amongit your ” 


: City Cuftomers? Sr 2 | aad om Pee ae & 
Aml. My City Cuftomers? Now by my truth, Neigh- 


bour, between the City and the Court (with.Reverencc | 


be it fpoken) there’s not a~——+to chufe, ‘my Ladies in 
the City, in Times paft, were as full of Gold as they were 
of Religion, and as punctual in their Payments as they 
were in their Prayers; but fince they have fet their Minds 


upon Quality, adieu-one, adieu t’other, their Mony and © | 


their Confciences are gone, Heav’n knows where. There 


as not a Goldfmith’s Wife to be found in Town, but’s as. 
hard-hearted as an ancient Judge, : and as poor as a towe- - 


ring Dutchefs. = 
~ . Clog. But what the murrain have-they to do with Qua- 
‘jity, why don’t their Husbands make’em mind their Shops ? 
| nl... Their Husbands! their Husbands fayft thou, Wo- 
_ man? Alack, alack, they mind their Husbands, Neigh- 
bour, no more than they do a Sermon. ae 
. Clog. Good lack a Day, that Women born of fober Pa- 


| rents, fhould be prone to follow ill Examples:- But now _ 


we talk of Quality, when did you hear of your Son Az- 
chard, Mrs. Amlet ? My Daughter Fizpp fays fhe met him: 
tother Day in a lac’d Coat, ‘with three fine Ladies, his 
_, Footman at his Heels, and as gay as a Bridegroom. 

Arml. Is it poflible? Ah the Rogue! Well Neighbour, 
alls well thatends well, but Dick will be hang’d. 
. Clog, That were Pity. oem 8 

Aiml. Pity indeed; for he’s a hopeful young Man to 
look on; but he leads a Lift, ——_Wcll—where he has it 
| OO ooo SS Heay’n 
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Heav’n knows; but they fay, he pays his Club with th- 
beft of ’em. I have {cen him but once thefe Three Months, 
Neighbour, and then the Varlet wanted Mony,; but I bid 
him march, and march he did to fome purpofe; for in Icf{s 
than an Hour back comes my Gentleman into the Houfe, 
walks to and fro in the Room, with his Wigg over his 
Shoulder, his Hat on one Side,. whiftling a Minuet, and 
tofling a Purfe of Gold from one Hand tot’ other, with 


no more Refpect. (Heav’n blefs us!) than if it had been 


an Orange. Sirrah, fays I, where have you got that? He 
an{wers me ncver a Word, but fets his Arms a kimbo, _ 
cocks his faucy Hat in my Face, turns about upon his 
ungracious. Heel, as much as to fay Kiis and Pye. — 
never fet Eye on him fince. - :° ae . : 
Clog. Look you there now; to fee what the Youth of 
this Age are come to! a | | 
- Amb. See what they will come.to, Neighbour. Heav’n 
fhield, I fay; but D/ck’s upon the Gallop. Well, I mut 
bid you good Morrow; I’m going where I doubt I fhall 
meet but a forry Welcome. | 7 | 
. Clog. To get in fome old Debt, Pll warrant you? 
Aml, Neither better nor worfe. | 4 
Clog. From a Lady of Quality ? | | 
‘Aml. No, fhe’s but a Scrivencr’s Wife; but fhe lives as 
well, and pays as ill, as the ftatelieft Countefs of ’em all. 
7 [Exeunt feveral Wars. - 
| Enter Brats, folus. | 
Brafs. Well, furely through the World’s wide Extene 
- there never appear’d fo impudent a Fellow as ‘my School- 
fellow Dick; pats himfelf upon the Town for a Gentle- 
man, drop into all the beft Company with an eafie Air, 
. asif his natural Element ‘were in the Sphere of Quality ; 
when the Rogue had a Kettle-drum to his Father, who 





was hang’d for robbing a Church, and hasa Pedlar to his 


Mother, who carries her Shop under her Arm. But here 
he comes. — : pai 
| ( Entér Dick. — . 

Dick. Well, Brafs, what News? Hail thou given my 
Letter to Fi:ppanta ? : . | 

Brafs. Ym but jut come; I han’c knockt at the Door 
yet., But [havea damn’d Picce of News for you. 

Co a) oe : B22. eae Cae . Wick. 


Dick. 
| Brafs. 
Dick. 
Brafs. 
Dick. 
Bra/fs. 
‘Dick. 
Brafs. 
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As how? 
We mutt quit this cer 
We'll be hang’d firft. 
So you will if you ftay. 
Why, what’s the matter? 
There’s a Storm a coming. 
From whence? . 
From the worft Point in the Compafs; the Law. 


Dick. The Law! Why what haveI todowiththe Law? 


Brafs. 


| with you. 


Brafs. 


Nothing; and therefore it has fomething to do 
Dick. Explain. 
You know you cheated a young Fellow at Picket 


t’ other Day, of the Mony he had to raile his Comp pany. 


Dick. 
Brafs. 
Dick. 
Brafs. 


Well, what chen? - 2%; 

Why, he’s forry he loft it. 

Who doubts that? 

Ay, but that is not all, he's fuch a F ool Co think 


of complaining on't. . 
Dick. Then I muft be fo Wife to ftop his Mouth. 


Dick. 
Brafs. 


Brafs. How? . 
: Dick. Give him a little back; if that won’t do, Serangle | 
im. 
Brafs. You are very quick i in your Methods. 
Dick. Men muft be fo that will difpatch Bufinefs. 
Brafs. Hark you, Colonel, your Father dy’d in’s Bed, 
‘Dick. He might have done, if he had not been a Fool. 
Bra/s. Why, he robb’d a Church. : : 
, Dick. Ay, but he forgot to make fure of the Sexton. 
- Brafs. Are not you a great Rogue? - 
‘Dick, Or I fhould wear worfe Cloaths. 
Brafs. Hark you, I would advife youtochange your Life. 
Dick. And turn Ballad-Singer. 
“Brafs. Not fo neither, . 
Dick. What then? | 
Brafs. Why, if oe get this young Wench, reform 


and live honeft. 


‘That's the way to be ftarv’d. 
No, fhe has N2:>- enough to buy you a rood 


Place, and pay me into the ‘Reale for helping her to fo 


good a Match? You have but this Throw leit to fave rls 
or 
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for you are not ignorant, Youngfter, that your Morals — 
begin to be pretty well known about Town, have a care 
your noble Birth and your honourable Relations are not 
difcover’d too; there needs but that to have you tofs’d in 
a Blanket, for the Entertainment of the firft Company of 
- Ladies you intrude into; and then, like a dutiful Son, you 
may daggle about with your Mother, and fell Paint. She’s | 
old and weak, and wants fome Body to carry her Goods 
after her. How like a Dog will you look, with a Pair of © 
Plod Shoes, your Hair cropp’d up to your Ears, and a 
- Band-Box under your Arm? - 2 a 
‘Dick, Why Faith, Braft, I think thou art in the right 
on’t; 1 muft fx my Affairs quickly, or Madam Fortune . 
will be playing fome of her Bitch Tricks with me. There- | 
fore Ill tell thee what we'll do; we'll purfue this old 
Rogue's Daughter heartily; we'll cheat his Family to pur- — 
_ pote, and they fhall atone for the reft of Mankind. __ 
Brafs. Haveat her then, I’ll atout your Bufinefs prefently. 
Dick. One Kifs—and Succefs attend thee. [£x.Dick. 
Brafs. A great Rogue Well, I fay nothing. But 
when I have got the thing into a good Pofture, he fhall 
Sign and Seal, or I’! have him tumbled out of the Houfe, 
like a Cheefe. Now for Fippanta. _ [He knocks.. 
, Enter Flippanta.. . 
Flip. Who's that, Brafse -° ~ 
Brafs. Flippanta !~ | 
_ Flip. What want you, Rogue's Face? 
Brafs. ts your Miftrefs drefs'd? 
Fup. ‘What, already ? Is the Fellow drunk? | 
Brafs. Why, with Refpect to her Looking-Glafs, it’s. 
almoft Two. © = 
lip. What then, Fool? a a 
Brafs. Why then it’s time for the Miftrefs of the Houfe 
to come down, and look after her Family. : 

_ Flip. Prithee don’t be an Owl. Thofe that go to Bed 
‘at Night may rife inthe Morning ; we that go to Bed in 
the Morning rife in the Afternoon. 2 3 

Brafs. When docs fhe make her Vifits then? . 
Fiip, By Candle-light, ic helps off a muddy Complexion; 
we Women hate inquifitive Sunfhine: But do you know 


_ that my Lady is going to turn good Hufwite? Brafs. 
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Brafs. What, is fhe going to die? | 
Filip. Die? 


Family. 

Fiip. No; but the has thought of a Project to fave 

Chair-hire. — Brafs. ‘As how? 

Flip. Why all the Company the us’d to keep abroad, 
‘fhe now intends fhall meet at her own Houfe. Your Ma- 

fter has advis’d her to fet up a Bafict-Table. 


Brafs. Nay, if he advis’d her to’t, it’s right; but has ‘ 


fhe acquainted her Husband with it yet ? 
Flip, What to do? When the Company meet he'll fee’em. 
Brafs. Nays that’ $ crue; as you fay; he'll know it foon 
enough. 


— Flip. Well, I mutt be gone; have you any Bufinefs with | 


-my Lady? 
Brafs. Yes as Ambaflador som Aramintay I have a 
Letter for her. | 
_ Flip. Give it me. 


. Brafs. Hold, —and as Firft Minifter of State to the Co- 


Jonel, I have an Aftair to Communicate to TAGE, 
Fiip. What is’t ?_ quick. 
| Brafs. Why he’s in Love. 
fizp. With what? 
Brafs. A Woman 
lip. Whois fhe? . 
Brafs. Corinna, ° 
flip. What would he be at? 
Brafs. At her if fhe’s at Leifure. ~ 
— &lip. Which way? 
Grafs. Honourably 
her of thee in Marriage. 
flip. Of me? | 
Brafs. Why, when a Man of Quality has a Mind to a 
‘City Fortune, wou’dft have him apply to her F ather and 
Nother. isp. No. 
t Brafs. No, fol think: Men of our End of ius Town 


are better bred than to ufe Ceremony. With a long Perri- 








and her Mony together. 





He has order’d me pocdemead 





wig we ftrike the Lady, with a you know what we foften — 


the M aid, and when the Parfon has done his Job, we open 
the 


| Brafs. Why, that’s the only way to lave Mony for her | 
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the Affair tothe Family : Wul you flip this Letter into --. - 


- her Praycr-Book, my little Queen? It’s a very paffionate 
one —It’s feal’d with a Heart and a Dagger; you may fee 
by that what he intends todo with himfelfi © 
Filip. Are there any Verfes in it? If not, I won’t-touch it. 
| Brafs. Not one Word in Profe; it’s dated in Rhimc. 
| a ar { She takes it. 
flip. Well, but—have you brought nothing elfe? 
Brafs. Gad forgive me; I’m the forgetfulleft Dog 
- T have a Letter for you too — here—’tis in a Purfe, but.’ 
it’s in Profe; you won’t touch ic. we 
flip. Yes, hang it, itis not good to be too dainty. 
Brafs. How uleful a Virtue is Humility! Well, Child, 
_we fhall have an Anfwer to Morrow, fhan’t we? * 
Fizp. [can't promife you that. For our young Gentle- 
woman is not fo often in my way, as fhe would be.. Her - 
Father. (who ts a Citizen from the Foot to the Forehead 
of him) lets her feldom Converfe with her Mother-in- | 
Law and me, for fear fhe fhould learn the Airs of a Wo-. 
man of Quality. But Pll take the firft Occafion: Seethere’s - - 
my Lady; go in and deliver your Letterto her. {Zxeunt.. 


SCE N E, a Parlcur. 
Enter Clarifla, follow'd by Flippanta and Brafs. 





Clar. No.Meffages this Morning from any Body, Fisp- - 
panta? Lard, how dull that is? O, there’s Bra/s: I did : 
not fee thee, Brafs. What News doft thou bring? 

- Brafs. Only a Letter from Araminta, Madam. 
 Clar. Give it me open it for me, Fuppanta, | am = 
fo lazy to Day. [ Setting down. 

. Brafs to Fiip.| Be fure now you deliver my Mafter’s as . 
carefully as I do this, aoe ee he 

Flip. Don’t trouble thy felf, ’m no Novice. | 

Clar.to Brafs.] Tis well; there needs no Anfwer, fince 
fhe’ll be here fo foon. ~ . 

Brafs. Your Ladythip has no farther Commands then?’ 

Clar, Notatthis tune, honeft Bra/s. Fiippanta! 





_ (Ex, Brafs. 
RI p. 


b 
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Flip. Madam. . oo 
Clar. My Husband’s in Love. m 
Filip, In Love? | | 

Clar. With Araminta. 

Filip, Tmpoflible. 


Clar. This Letter from her, istogive mean Account of it. ° 


Flip. Methinks you are not very much alarm’d, 
Clar. No: Thou knowft I’m not much tortur’d with 
Jealoufie. | 


Flip. Nay, you are much in the right on't, Madam, 


for Jealoufie’s a City Paffion, *tis a Thing unknown a- 

mongft People of Quality. | | : 
Clar. Fey: A Woman muft indeed be-of a mechanick 

Mold, who is cither troubled or pleas’d with any thing 


her Husband can do toher. Prithce mention htm no more, ~ 


- *is the dulieft Theme. | 

Fiip. ’ Vis fplenatick indeed. . But when once you open 

’ your Baffct-Table, I hope that will put him out of your 
- Head. | 


the Thoughts of that too. 

Flip. How fo? Af | 

-Clar, Why [have thonght on’t a Day and a Night al- 
ready, and Four and Twenty Hours, thou know’ ft, is e- 
nough to make one weary of any Thing. | : 
— Flip, Now by my Confcience, you have more Woman 
in you, than all your Sex together: You never know what 
you would have. 


Clar. .Thou mtftak’ft the Thing quite. I always know 


what I lack, but Jam never pleas’d with what I have. “The 


Want of a Thing is perpl-xing enough, but the Poffeflion _ 


of it is intolerable. - 


— klip. Well, 1 don’t know what you are made of, but 


_ other Womén would think themfelvcs blett in your Cafe, 

_handfome, witty, lov’d by every body, and of fo happy 
a Compolure to care a Fig for no body. You have no one 
Paflion, but that of your Pleafuics; and you have in me 
a Servant devoted fo all your Defires, let ’em be as extra- 


vagant as they will: Yet all this is .othing; you can ftill | 


be out of Humour. | 


| Clar, 


Clar. Alas, Flippanta, I begin to grow weary even of _. 


\ 


-  wener’s Wife? 
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Clur. Alas, 1 have but too much Caute. 

Flip. Why what have you-to complain of ? 7 
— Clar. Alas, I have more Subjects tor Spleen than One: 
Is it not a moft liorrts}2 Thing chat I fhould be but a Ser. 
Come—don’t flatter me, don't you 
think Nature defign’d me for fomething, plus esevee.. 


‘p* 
Flip. Nay, that’s certain, but ont ‘other fide, micchinks 





ou ought to bein fome meature content, fince you live 


ike a Waman of Quality, tho’ you are nonce. | 

_Clar, O fey, the very Quinteffence of 1 HC is want ring. 

Flip. What's that? 

Clar. Why, I dare abufe no body: I’m afraid to affront 
People, tho’ { don’t like their Faces; or to ruin their Re- 
-putations, tho’ they picque me to it, by taking ever fo 
much Pains to preferve ’em: I dare not raifea i Lic of a 


Man, tho’ he neglects to love me, nor report a Woman - 


to be a Fool, . tho’ fhe’s handfomer thanlam. In thort, 
I dare not fo much as bid my Footman kick the People 
out of Doors, tho’ oy come to ask me for what I owe 
eM 

Flip. AM this is very hard indeed, 

Clar. Ah, Flippanta, the Perquilites of Quality are ce 
an unf{peakable Value. 

Flip, They are of fome Ule, I muft confefs ; but’ we 
muft not.expect to have every Thing. You have Wit and 
Beauty, and a Fool to your Husband: Come, come Ma- 
dam, that’s a good Portion for one. | 

Clar.- Alas, whet figniftes Beauty. and Wit, when one 
dares neither jilt che Men, nor abufe the Women? ’Tisa 
fad thing, F/ippania, w hen Wit’s confin’d, ’tis worfe than 
the Rifing of the Lights; I have been (wee almoft 
choak’d with Scandal, and durft not cough it up, for want 
of being a Countels.: 

Flip. Poor L ady ! 

Clar. O! Luberty is a fine Thine, ne it’s a 
great Help in Converfation to have. Fe: ave to fay what one 


will, I have feen a Woman of Quality, who has not had ~ 


one Grain of Wit, entertain a whole Company the moft 
agreeably i in the World, vo | with her Malice. But ’ris in 
vain to repine, I can’t men 
—_ ban 


te Y f] 


Condity ions ‘ail my Hul- 
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bana dies; f I'll fay no more on't, _but think of making =“ 


the mott of the State I am it 


Lip. That’s your beft way, Madam: And in Orderto 
it, pray confider how you'll get fome ready Mony to fet 


your Baflet-Table a going; for that’s neceffary. 

Clar, Thou fay’ft true; but what Trick I fall play my 
Husband to get fome, I don’t know: For my Pretence of 
_lofing my Diamond Necklace has put the Man into fuch 
- aPathony I’m afraid he won’c hear Reafon. 

fizp. No matter; he begins to think ‘tis loft in earneft: 
So I fancy you may venture to fell it, and raife Mony that 
wa 

C lar. That can’t be, for he has Ieft odious N otes with 
all che Goldfmiths in Town. 
fizp, Well, we mutt pawn it then. 


Clar, Vm quite tyr’d with dealing with thofe Pawn. - 


brokers. 


fiip. I'm afraid you'll continue the Trade a great while, 
_ for all that. | 7 [Ajide, | 


Enter Jeffamin. 

 Fefs. Madam, there’s the Woman below that fells Paint 
-» and Patches, lron- Bodice, falfe Teeth, and all forts of 
Things to the Ladies; I can’t think of her Name. | 

flip, *Vis Nirs. Anlet, fhe wants Mony. 

Clar. Well, I han’t enough for my felf, it’s an unreafo- 
nable thing the fhould think I have any for her. 

ip. Soc’s a troublefome Jade, 

Clar. So are all People that come a Dunning. 

flip. What w:li you do with her? 
— Clar. I have juft now thorght on’t. She’s very rich, 

the Woman 1s, tlippanta, Lil borrow fome Mony of her. 
fiyp. Borrow? Sure you jett, Madam, 


Clar. No, I’'m1 in carneft ; I ive thee aati to do 


it for me. 


Clar. Why coft fet ftare, and look fo ungainly ? dete | 


I {peak to be underftood? 


Filip. Yes, I underftand you well enough but Mrs. Anz - 


let 
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Clar. But Mrs. Amlet mutt lend me fome Mony, where . 
fhail | have any to pay her elfe? | 
Fup, That’s true; I never thought of that truly, But 

here the is, 
Pater Mrs, Amlct. 

Char. How d’ you do? How d’you do, Mrs. Amlet 2 I 
han’ce feen you. thefe Thoufand Years, and yet I belicve 
.J’m down in your Books. : 

Al. O Madam, I don’t come for that, Ae 

Flip. Good morrow, Mrs. Amlet. 

Am!. Good morrow, Mrs. Flippanta. 

. .Cler, How much am] indebted to you, Mrs. Amlet ? 

Aml. Nay; if your Ladythip defires to fee your Bill, I 
believe J-may have it about me. There Madam, if it 
ben’t too much Fatigue to you to look it over. 

Clar. Let me fee it, for hae to bein Debt, whcre] 
amo lig’d copay. [dfde } Reads.| Imprimis, For — 
bolftering out the Countefs of Crump’s left Hip.—  O fic, 
this docs not belong to me. 

Aml, | beg your Iadythip’s Pardon, I miftook indced ; 
"Tis a Countefles Bill L have writ out co little purpofe. I 
furnifh'd her Two Ycars ago with Three Pair of Hips, — 
and am not paid for ’em yet. But fome are better Cu- 
{tomers than fome. There’s your Ladyfhip’s Bill, Madam. 

Clar. For the ldea of a new invented Commode Ay, 
this may be mine, but ’tis of a prepcitcrous Leng:h. Do . 
you think I can watte Time toread every Ar ticle, Mrs.4m- ' 
fet ? Vdaslicf read aSermon. _ 

Aml. Alack a Day, there’s no necd of fationing your 
felf at that Rate, caft an Eye only, if ou Honour plea- 
fes, upon the Sum Total. 

_Clar, Total; Fifty Six Pound 

Filip. But Six and Fifty Pound? 

Ami, Nay,. another Body would have made it twice as 
rouch, but there’s a Blefling goes along with a moderate 
Profit. 

Clar. Fiippanta, go tO my Calhier, let him give you Six 
and Fifty Pound. Make hafte: Don’t ,ou hear mc? Six 
and Fift cy Pound. Is it fo difficult to be compre hended ? 

Flip. Nos Madam, J, I comprehend Six and Fifty 
Pound, but— ; lar. 











and odd things. | 
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© Crir, But go and fetch it then. 
Ldip. Wheat fhe means I don’t know; [Ar des} but I 
fhall, I fuppofe, before I bring her the Mony. hy Flip. 


Char. [Seeting her Hair in a Pocket- Glafs.] The Trade 


you follow gives you a great deal of trouble, Mrs. cfc. 


. Mil. Alack a Day, a World of Pain, Madam, and yee . 


_ there’s {mall Profit, as your Hovour fecs by your Bill. 

Clar. Poor Woman! Sometimes you make oc salanad 
Mrs. 47/et. 

Aint. TY have Two Thoufand Pounds owing ’ mc, of 
which I fhall never get Ten Shillings. 
 Clar. Poor Woman! | You have a great Charge of Chil 

dren, Mrs. Amer? 

Aml, Only one wicked Rogue, Ma — who I think 
will break my Heart. | | 

Clar. Poor Woman! 

“aml, Heil be hang’d, Madam that will be the 
-End.of him. W here he ects it Heav’n knows, but he’s 
always fhaking his Heels wich the Ladics, and his Elbows 
with the Lords. He’s as Fine as a Prince, and as Gim as 
the beit of em; bue the ungracious Roguc tells ail he 





‘comes near that Mother ts dead, and J.am but his Nurfe, , 


Cfar. Poor Woman! 

~ ml. Alas, Madam, he’s like the reft of the Worid; 
every Body’s for appearing to be more than they are, and 
“that ruins all. 

Clear, Well, Mrs. Anlet, yowil excufe me, I have a Iit- 


tle Bulinefs, £ lippanta will bring you your NMony prefently.- 


Adieu, Mrs, Ailet [ Bxit Clarifla. 
ial, | return your Honour many Thanks. 
Sola.) Ah, there’s my good Lady, not fo much as ei 
her Bull; if che reft were like her, I thould foon have 
Mony enough to go as Fine as Dick himfeli. 
Futer Dick. 


Dick. Sure Fii2panta muft have given my ‘Letter by | 


cae ume; [| dfide.|] I long to know how it has been re- 
ceiy'd. | 


Aml. Mifericord! what do I fee? 
Dick. Fiends and Haggs the Witch my Mots her! 


Ami: 





a 
- 
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Aml Nay, tis he ; ; ay my poor Bi “k, hee att t ou | 
doing here? . : 

Dick, What a Misfortune! { Afide. a 

Amt. Good Lard! how thou art brav rely deckd. Bue 
it’s all one, I am thy Mother {til ; and tho’ thou arr a 
wicked Child, Nature will fpeak: I love thee fill, ah 
Dick, my Poor Dick. [| Eubracie him. * 

Dick, CB ood and Thunder! will you ruin me? 

| Breaking from her. 

Ani, Ab, the biases Rodi, how he {wears 

"Dick, You deftroy all my. Hopes. 

Anil. “Will your Mother's Kifs deftroy you, Varlct ? 
Thou art an ungracious Bird.; knecl dow n, and ask me - 
Blefling, Sirrah, ~~ 3 

Dick. Death and Furies! | | pies 

Ami. Ab, he’s a proper young Man, fee via a Shape 
he has ah poor Child. 

[ Running to Embrace pen he fill at voiding her. 

Dick. Oons keep off, ‘the Woman's mad. If any. Body 
comes,” my Fortuneé’s loff 

Ami, What Fortune? ha? {peak GuvdeG. Ah Dick, 
thou’ It be hang’d, Deck. 

Dick. Good dear Mother now, don’t call me > Dick. 
here. | | 
Aml, Not call thee Dick! Is it not thy Name? What. 
fhall I call thee?. Mr. Am/et? ha! Art not thou a pre- 
fumptuous Rafcal? Hark you,- Sirrah, I hear of your 
Tricks; you difown me for your Mother, and fay L am 
but your Nurfe. Is not this true? . 

‘Dick. No, I love you; I refpect you ; [Taking her 
Hand.| Lam all Duty. But if you difcover me here, you. 
ruin the faireft Profpect that Man ever had, 7 

Aml. What Profpe%t? ha! Comie, this is a Lie now. 

Dick. No, my honour’d Parent, what I. fay is true, — 
I'm about a great Fortune. I'll bring you home a Daughter- 
in-law, 1n a Coach and Six Horfes, if you Mt but be quiet : 
I can’t tell you moré now. ~ | 

' Alm, 1s it poflible? 

Dick. Tis true, by Fupiter, . 

Anil. una Riemer 
Dick, 
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Dick. For Heav’n’s fake 
“onl. But tell me, Dick : . 
Dick. Vl follow as home 1 ina Moment, “a tell you 








all, 





‘Ami, What a Shape i is there | 
Dick. Pray Mother go. | 
Aml. I mutt receive “tome mony here fick, which hall. 
go for thy Wedding Dinner. | 

sei Here’s fome Body coming; S'death, he'll betray 
me. 

Page Flippanta. [He makes Signs to bis Mother. 

- Dick. Good Morrow, dear fiippanta ; seide! do all the 
Ladies within? 
Flip. At your Service, Colonel ; as a at eat as my 
_Intereft goes. 

Amt, Colonel ? Law you now how Dick's, re~’ 
{pected, [Ai dey 

Dick. Waiting for thee, Flippanta; I was making Ac- 
quaintance with this old Gentlewoman here. 

Ami, The po Lad, he’s as impudent as a Page. 
[ Ajide. 





Dick. Who i is this ecod We oman, Flippanta: a 
Flip. A Gin of all Trades; an old daggling Cheat, that 


hobbles about from Houfe to Houfe to Bubble the La- 


dies of their Mony. I havea fmall Bufinefs of yours in 
my Pocker, Colonel. ) 

“Dick. An Anfwer to my Letter? 

Filip. So quick indeed? “No, it’s your Letter it Cele 

' Dick, Hatt thou not given it chen yet? 

Flip. I han’t had an Opportunity, but.’twon’t be long — 
firtt. -Won’t you go in and {ce my Lady? 
Dick. Yes, Vil go make her a fhort Vit. But, dear 
Flippanta, don't forget: i Life and Fortune are in your” 

Hands. 
‘Flip. Neer fear, Pll take care of ’em. 


Aml, How he traps ’em; let Déck alone. [ Afide, 
Dick. Your Servant, good Madam.’ [Yohis Mother, . 
[ Exit Dick, - 


Ami. Your Pohaure mott dewered.. 0 pretty, civil, 
well-bred Gentlenian this, Mrs, Ahippanta. = who may 
he be? | f/ lp. | 
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Filsp. A Man of great Note; Colonel Shafely. | 
_ Ami. Is it poffible ? I have heard much of him indeed, _ 
— but never faw him before: One may fee Quality in every 
~ Limb of him: ,He’s a fine Man truly. 7 oe 
 Féip, U think you are in Love with him, Mrs, 4m/et. 

Aml, Alas, thofe Days are done with me, but if I were _ 
as fair as | was once, and had as much Mony as fome 
Folks, Colonel Shapely fhould not catch Cold for Want 
of a Bed-fellow. I wei ite Men of Rank, they have - 
fomething in-their Air does fo diftinguifh "em from ‘the 
Ratcality, | : | | . 
_ ‘Flip. People of Quality are fine Thingsindeed, Mrs. dm- 

Jet, if they had but a little more Mony; ‘but for Want of 
that, they are forc’d to do Things ther great Souls -arc 
- afham’d of. For Example, here’s my Lady fhe . 

_ owes you but Six and Fifty Pounds —— es oo 
Aml, Well? | : . 
Fizp. Well, and fhe has it not by her to pay you. 

AAml. How can that be? ~ - : a 
+ kip. Idon’t know; her Cathkeeper’s out of Humour, 
_he fays he has no Mony. 3 : 7 | 
| Aml,, What-a prefumptuous piece of Vermin ts a Cafh- 

keeper? Tell his Lady he has no Mony?— Now, — 

Mrs. huippanta, you may fee his Bags are full, by his being 
fo faucy. Ben - % . = 

Flip. If they are, there’s no Help for’t; he'll do what 
he pleafes, ’till he comes to make up his yearly Accounts. 

Ami. But Madam plays fometimes, ra when fhe has - 
good Fortune, fhe may pay me out of he. Winnings, 

Fizp. O ne’er think of that, Mrs. dmlet; .° the had won 
a Thoufand Pounds, fhe’d rather dieina Goal, than pay off 
a Farthing with it: Play-Mony, Mrs. Amlet, amongtt 
People of Quality, 1s a facred Thing, and not to be pro- 
fan’'d. The ‘Deux *tis confecrated to their Pleafures, 
*‘twould be Sacrilege to pay their.Debts with ir. 

Amt. Why what fhall we do then? For I han’t One 
Penny to buy Bread. i ee 

Fizp. L'il tell you it juft now comes in my 
Head: I know my Lady has a little Occafion for Mony, 
at this Time; So if you'll lend her —a bundred 

: oe Pound 


























s 
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-Pound—do you fee, then. fhe sage pa you — Six and 


Fifty out of 1t. 


—» Ail, Sure, Mrs. Flippanta, “you think to make a Fool -_ 
of me. 


Flip. No, the Devil fetch me if I siti fhall have 


a Diamond Necklace in Pawn. 


Aint, Obo, a Pawn! That’s another. Cale And when 
mutt fhe have this Mony? | 

_#tp. Ia a Quarter of an Hour. 

dAm!, Say no more. Bring the N ecklace to my y Houte, 
it {hall be ready for you. 

a? Pll be with you in a Moment. | 

 Aml, Adicu, Mrs. Flippanta. 7 

- Flip, Adieu, Mrs. Amiéet. | [Exit Amlct, 

Flippanta /dlz. 

So—this ready Mony wil! make us all happy. This Spring 
will fet our Baffet going, and that’s a Whecl will curn - 


Twenty others. My Lady’s young and handfome; fhe’ll — 
‘ - havea Dozen Intrigues upon her Hanes, before fhe has 


been Twice at her Prayers. So much the better, the 
more the Grift, the richer the Miller. Sure never Wench 
got into fo hopeful a Place: Here’s a Fortune to be fold, 

a Miftrefs to be debauch’e¢. and a Matter to be ruin’d. If 
I don’t feather my Neft, and get a good Husband, Ide- | 
ferye to die, both a Maid and a Beggar. ° 


End of the Firft Ad. 
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ACT I.- 
SCEN E, Mr, Gripe’s Houfe. 
Eater Clarifla and Dick. 


Clar. What in the Name of Dulnefs is the matter with 
you, Colonel? ‘You are as ftudious as a crack’d Chymitt. 
_ Dick. My Head, Madam, is full of your Husband. 
Clar. The worft Furniture for a Head inthe Univerfe. 
Dick. 1am thinking of his Paffion for your Friend Araminta, 
Clar, Raflion ! —Dear Colonel give ita lefs violent Name. 


Enter Brats. . 


Dick. Well, Sir, what want you? > 

Brafs. The Affair told you off goes ill, {70 Dick afde. 
There’s an Action out. —- | 

Dick. The Devil there ts. 

Clar, What News brings Brafs ? 3 

Dick. Before Gad I can’t tell, Madam; the Dog vil ne- 
ver {peak out. My Lord what d’y call him waits tor me at 
my Lodging: Is not that it2 9 - - .~ | 

Brafs. Yes, Sir. 

Dick. Madam, Iask your Pardon. | 


Clar. Your Servant, Sir. _ [Exeunt Dick and Brais. 
Jeffamin. [She fits down, “a 
Enter Jcliamin. 


Jef. Madam, | | 
Clar, Where’s Cortana? Call her to me, if lier Father 
— har’t lock’d her up; [T want her Company. 

Jef. Madam, her Guitar Mafter is with her. 

C/ar. Piha, fhe’s taken up with her impertinent Guitar Man. 
Fi:ppanta lays an Age with thor old Fool, Mrs. dm/let. And 
draminta, betore fhe can come abroad, is fo long a placing 
her Cocquet-Patch, that | mu be a Year without Company. 

2 = : D a Llow 
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How inf ended isa Moment's Unealinefs toa enue of 


Spirit and Pleafure. 


\ 


oe Fiippanta. 


O, art thoucomeat laft> . Prithee, Flippanta, learn to move 


a little quicker, thou know’ ft how’ impatient I am. 
Flip. Yes, when you expe Moncy : If you had fent me 

to buy a Prayer. Book, you'd have thought I had flown. 
Clar. Well, hattthou brought me any, after all ? 


| Fiip. Yes, I have brought fome. There LGiving her a 


Purfe.| the old E%3 & has track off her Bill, the reft is in that 
Purfe. 

“Char, ‘Tis well; bute take care, Flippanta, my Husband 
don’t fufpect any think of this, “twoud vex him, and I don’t 
loveto make him uneafy: So I would fpare him thefe little 
fort of Troubles, by keeping ’em from his Knowicdge. 

Flip. See the Tendernets the has for him, and yer he’s al- 
Ways compiaining of you. 

Clar: "Tis the nature of ‘em, ll oe a Husband is 2 
-grouling Aninal. 

Filip. “How exactly you difine ’em. 

Clair, O! Tknow ’em, Flippanta; tho’ I confefs my poor 


Wretch diverts me fometimnes with hisill Humours. I will 


~ he wou’d quarrel with me to day-a little, to pafs away the 
time, forl find my {elf in a violent Spleen. ; 

Flip. Why, if youpleafe to drop your {clin his way, fix 
to four but he feolds one Rubbers with you. 

Ciar. Ay, but thou know’ft he’s as uncertain as the Vv ‘ind, 
and if inflead of guarelling with me, he fhou’d chance to be 
tond, he'd make me as fick asa Dog. 

Fiip. Whe kind, you muft provoke him, if he kiffes you, 

foit ins Face, 

Giar; Alas! when Men are in the kiding Fit, (like Lap- 
Does) they take that for a Favour. 

lip. S ay, then I'den’t know what you'll do’ with hi m. 

Clar, Vii en do nothing ac all with him. 

7 Fil7p, nant. ; Liang, 
' Flip. Madam. : 
Clare My G icods and Scarf, anda Coach to the Door. 


f 1 [ 
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Flip. Why, whither are you going? 
—Clar, \ can't tell yet, but T wou d go {pend fone Money 
- fince I have it. 

Flip. Why, you want = that I know of. 

Clar. How 2ukward an Objection now is that, as if a Wo- 
man of Education bought things becaufe ihe wanted ’em. - 
Quality always diftinguithes it felt’. and therefore, asthe Mc- 
chanick People buy things, becaute they have occafion for 
“em, you fee Women of Rank always buy things, becaufe 
they have not occafion for ’em. Now there, Fizpparta, you 
{ce the difference between’a Woman that has breeding, and 
oncthat has none. Oho, here's Araminta come at laf. 


p ! > Enter Araminta. 


Lard, what atedious while you have let me expect: you, I was 
afraid you were not well ; how d’ y do to-day. : 

Ar, As well as a Woman can do, that has not flept all 
night. | 

Elio Methinks, Madam, you are pretty wel awake, how= 
ever, ~ | 

Ar. O, tis not a little thing will make a Women of my 
Vigour look drowf y- | | 

Clar. But prithee what wast difturb’d you > 

Ar. Not your Husband, don’t trouble your felf ; at teatt, 
I amnot in love with him’ yet. 

Clar. Well remember’d, I had quite forgot that matter. 
* J wifh you much joy, you have made a noble Conqueft indeed. 

Ar. But now I have fubdu'd the Country, pray is it worth 
my keeping? You know the Ground, you have try d it. 

. Clar. Abarren Soil, Heaven can tell. 

Ar. Yet if it were well cultivated, it would produce ane 
thing, tomy knowledge. Do you know ’tis in my Powcr to 
ruine this poor thing of yours? Huis whole Eftate is at my 
Service. 

Flip. Cods-fith, flrike him, Madam, ard Jet my Lady g0 
your halves. There’s no Sin in plundering a Husband, {0 
his Wife has fhare of the Booty. 

Ar, Whenever {he gives me hier Orders, I {hall be very reas 
dy to > obey * em. | - 

D2 Clar. 
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Clar. Why, as odd a thing as fuch a Project may fcem, 


Araminta, 1 believe I fhail have a litrle ferious Difcourfe with 


you about it. But prithee tell me how you have pafs’d the 
Night? For Tam fure your Mind has been roving upon — 


fome pretty thing or otner. 

dr, Why, I have been fludying all the ways my Brain 
coud produce, to plague my Busband. 

Clar, No wonder indeed you look fo freth this Morning, 


_aiter the fatisfaction of fuch pleafing Ideas all Night. 


Ar, Why cana Woman do lefs than ftudy Mitchief, when 


~ fhe has tumbl’d and tofs’d her (elf into a burning Fever, for 


~ want of Sleep, and fees a Feliow lie {noring by her, ftock- 


{till, ina fine breathing Sweat. 
Clar. Now fee the difference of Women’s Tenens If my 
Dear wou'd make but one Nap of his whole Lile, and only 


_.waken to make his Will, I fhou’d be the happie!t Wife in the 
Univerfe. But we'll di (our e more of thete matters as we - 
' go, for! muft make atour among the Shops.’ - | | 
Ar, I have a Coach waits at the Door, we at} talk of ? em as 
. we rattle along, - .- 


Clar. The beft place in nature, for you know a —— 
Coach is a natural Enemy toa Husband. Lex. ‘Clar, and Ara. 


Flippanta fol. 


What a pretty little pair of Pritt Perfons are there pone to 
hold a Council of War toge 

they do with their time,.tt ‘thie plaguing their Husbands did not 
help ‘em to Employment:... Well, if Idlenefs be the root of 
all Evil, then Matrimony’s good for fomething, for it fets 


‘many a poor Womanto work. Buthere comes Mifs. Jhope 
J tha!l help her into the Holy State too e’er long. And when 


fhe’s once there, if fhe don't play her part as well as the beit 


of ‘em, ’mmiftaken. Han’ I loft the Letter ’m to give 


her? No, here ‘tis; fo, now we thall fee how pure 
Nature will work with her, for Art fhe knows none hes 





Enter Corinna. 
Cor, W bat does my Mother-in-law want with me, Filip- 


panta? they tell me, fhe was asking for me. 
a : Fit). 


ier |) Poor Birds }§ What woud - 
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_ Flip. She's juft gone out, fo I fuppofe ‘twas no yreat Bufinefs: 

- Cor. Then Pil go into my Chamber again. 

Flip. Nay, hold a little if you pleefe. I have fome Bufinefs 
with you my felf, of more Concern than. what fhe mag to (ay 
to hag 
Cor. Make hafte then, for you ee my Father won't Ict 
me keep you Company, “he fays, youll fpoil me. 

Flip. U{poil you ?'He’s an unworthy Man to give you fuch 
ill Impreffions of a. Woman of my Honour. 

Cor, Nay, never take it to heart, Flippanra, for I don’t. 
believe a Word he fays., But he does fo plague me with his: 
eontinual:-Scolding, F m almoft | weary of my Life.. 

. Flip, W hy, what is’t he finds Fault with2.. 

‘Cor. Nay, I don’t know, for I never mind him when. 
he has babled for two Hours together,. methinks I have heard’ 
a Mill going, that’s all. It does- not at all change my Opinion, 
Flippanta, it only makes my Head ach, 

Flip. Nay, if you can bear it fo, on are not to be. pity'd’ 
fo much as | thought. 

Cor. Not pity’d 2 Whi is it not a miferable thing, fuch a: 
young Creature as 1am fhou’d be kcpt in perpetual Solitude, 
~ with no other Company but a Parcel of old fumbling Matters, 
to teach me Geography, Arithmetick, Philofophy, and a 
Thouland utelefs Things. Fine Entertainment, indeed, fora’ 
young Maid at Sixtecn ; ; menus one’s time might De: 
better employ d. 

Flip. Thofe things will improve your Wit.. 

Cor. Fiddle faddie, han I Wit cnough already ? My. Mo- 
ther-in-law has learn’d none of this Trumpery, and is.not: 
fhe as happy as the Day's long? | 

Flip. Then you envy her, T find 2 

Cor. And well IT may. Docs the not do whiat the has a: 
mind to, in fpight of her Husband’s Teeth? 

lip. Look you there now, Lafde.] if the has not already 
conceiv dthat, as the Supream Bleffing of Life. 

Cor. Vl tell you what, /iippanta, If my Mother-in law 
woud a fiand by me a little, and encourage me, and let 
me keep her Company, Id rebel again‘t my kather to Mor-- 
row, and throw all my Books in the Fire. W hy, he can't. 
touch a Groat of my Portion, Do you nan that Fippanta 2 

eRe 


, 
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Ftip, So—— 1 thall fpoil her Lafde.] Pray Heaven the 


Girl don’t debauch me. 


Cor. Lock you: In fhort, he may think what he pieates, 


he may think himfcif wife; but Thoughts are tree, and | 


may chink in my turn. I'm but a Girl, ‘tis true, and a Fool 


‘too, if you'll believe him; but Ict him know; a ‘foolith Girl | 
may maxe a wife Man's Heart ac th; fo he had as good be 
quict ——— Now it’s Out 


Flip. Very weil, I love to fe a young Woman have 
Spirit, it’s a fi the’ il come to fomething. 

Cor. Ah, lippanta, if you wou'd but encourage me, 
you'd find me quite another thing. Vm a devillifh Girl 1 in 


the bottom; [ wilh you'd but let me make one amongit . 


you. 


Flip. That never can be, till you are marry'd. Come, 
examine your Strength a little. Do you think, you durft 


venture upon a Husband ? 
Cor, A Husband! Why a —— if you wou'd but encourage 
me. Come, Flippanta, be a true Friend now. I'll give you 


_ Advice, when I have gota little more Experience. Do you 


- 


in your very Confcience and Soul, think Jam old enough to 
be marry d ? 

Flip, Qld enough ! Why you are Sixteen, are you not? 

Cor. Sixteen! 1 am Sixteen, two Months, and add Days, 
Woman. I keep an exact Account, 

Fizp, The Duce you are! 

Cor. Why, do you then truly and fincere ely think I am 
old enough ? | 

Filip, 1 do upon my Faith, Child. 

Cor, Why then to deal as fairly with you, Firppavta, as 
you do with me, I have thought fo any time theie Three 
dears, 

fiip, Now! find you have more Wit than ever J thought 
vou had, and to fhew you what an Opinion I have of your 
Ditcretion , Vil thew youa thing I thought to have thrown 
in the Fire. : : 

Cer, What is it for Jupiter’s Sake > 

Fizp. Something will make your Heart chuck within you. 

Cor, My dear Flittanta, | 

‘lip, Whatdo you think it is? 

: Cor. 


The Confederacy. 3.3 
Cor. 1 dont know, nor I don't care, but Vn mad td 
- have it. . 2 
Filip. It’s a iene Thing. 
_Gor. What, like a Cardinal's Cap ; ? | 
-FiLip. No, ‘tis worth a whole Conclave of em. How do 
you like it | [ Shewing the Letter, ih 
Cor. O Lard, a Letter !——~ Is there ever a Token in it? 
Flip. Yes, and a precious one too, Theres a handfome 
young Gentleman’s Heart. | 
Cor. A bandfome young Gentleman’s Heart ! 
ee’ then it’s time to look grave. L Afide. 
| ‘ip. There. : 
Cor, | fhan’t touch it. 
Flip, -What'’s the matter now 2 
~Gor, I fhan’t receive it: 
Flip. Sure you jett. | ; | 
Cor. Youll find [don’t; Tunderfland my fclf better, than 
to take Letters, when I don’t know who they are from. 
Filip. \'m afraid I commended your Wit too foon. 
Cor. “Tis all one, I fhan’r touch it, unlefs I know who it 
comes from. 
| Filip. Acy-day! open it and you'll fee. 
Cor, Indeed I-fhall not. 
Fijp. Well—— then T muft recurm it silian I had it. , 
Cor, That won't ferve your turn, Madam. My Father 
muf{t have an Account of this. o 
Filip, Sure. you are not in earneft > 
Cor, You'll find Iam. 
’ Flip. So, here’s fine Work. This ’tis to deal with Girls 
before they come to know the Diftinction of Sexes. 
Cor. Confefs who you had it from, and perhaps, for this — 
once, I maynt tell my Father. , 
Flip. Why then fince it muft out, ‘twas the Colonel : But 
why are you fo icrupulous, Madam ? - 
or. Becaufe if it had come from any Body elfe, Iwou'd 
not have givena Farthing for it. _ [Twitching it eagerly out of- 
(her Hand, . 
Fup, Ah, my dear litle — LAifz ber.) you fright- 
end me out of my Wits. . 


‘ ; c A " 
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Cor. Let me read it, let me read it, let me read it, let me 
read it, [ fay. Um, um,um, Cupid’s, um, um, um, Darts, 
um, um, um, Beaxty, um Charms, um, um, um, Angel, um 
Goddefs, um— LArfing the Letter.] um, um, um, true Lover, 
hum, um, Etersal Conflancy, um, um, um, crae/, um, um, 


um, Racks, um, um, Zortures, um, um, Fifty) Daggers, um, 


um, lleeding Fleart, um, um, dead Man, - 3 

Very well, a mighty civil Letter I promife you; not one 

{fmutty Word in it: Ill go lock it up in my Comb-box, ~ 
Flip. Well——but what does he fay to you ? 


~ finefs. a 
: Flip. Does he not tell you he’s in Love with you 2 
- Cor, Ay, but he told me that before. 
Flip. How fo? He never {poke to you. 
Cor. He fent me word by his Eyes. ; 
Flip. Did he fo? mighty well. I thought you had been 
to Iearn that Language. | | 


Cor. O, but you thovght wrong, Flippanta; What, be- 


caufe Idon’t go a Viliting, and fee tne World, you think I 
know nothing, But you fhou'd confider, Flippanta, that the 


more one’s alone, the more one thinks; and ‘tsthinking that 


improvesaGirl. I'll have you to know, when I was younger 


~ than Tam now, by more than I'll boaft of, F thought of | 


Things wou'd have made you flare again. 


Filip. Well, fince you are fo well vers’d in your Bufincfs, | 


I fuppofe I need not inform you, That if you don’t write 
your Gallant an Anfwer—-— he'll die. 


Cor. Nay, now, Flippanta, | confels you tell me fome- 


thing I did not know before. Do you fpeak in ferious Sad- 
nefs? Are Men given to die, if their Miftrefles are fower 
to cm ? : 7 3 
Flip. Um ——TI can’t fay they all die-—— No, Ican’t fay 
they ail do, but truly, I believe it woud go very hard with 
the Colonel. Ls : | 7 
Cor, Lard, } woud not have my Hands in Blood for 
Thoufands ; andtherefore Flippanta- it you ll encou- 
rage me 3 | 
Flip. O, by all means an Anfwer. 








Cor. Well, Gince you fay it then, Vile’en in and doit, tho” 


; | ] pro 


Cor. Not a Word of News, Flippanta; ‘tis all about Bu- 


~ maynt be fo nice. 


tous, cowardly, dirty, cuckoldly Things. 
"3 -E | 
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proteft to you (left you fliou’d thisk me too torsard now’ ) 
he’s the only Manthat wears a Beard, I'd Ink my Fingers for. 
May be if f marry him, in a Year or twos Time l tide 


— 


| [Exit Corinna 
Flippanta fou. x 


Now Heaven give him Joy; he’s like to have a rare Wife 
o’thee: But where there’s Money, a Man has a Plaiiter to 


his Sore. They have a-bleffed time on't, who marry for 


Love. See! ———here comes an Example, ——~ draminta’s 


dread Lord. : . 
| Enter Money-trap. 
7 ! 


Afon, Ah, Flippanta ! How do you do, good Filippanta » 


- How do you do? 


Flip, Thank you, Sir, weil, at your Service. | 
‘Mon. And how does the good Family, your Mafter and 
your tair Miftrefs > Are they at home >. | 

Flip. Neither of ‘em, my Matter has been gone out thefe 
two Hours, and my Lady ts juft gone with your Wife. 

Mon. Well, I won’t fay J have loft my labour, however, as ~ 
long as I have met with you, Flippanta. For 1 have with’d ~ 
a great while for an Opportunity to talk with you a little. 
You won’t take it amifs, if I fhould ask you a few Queftions> 

Flip, Provided you leave me to my liberty in my Anf{wers. 
What's this Cotquean going to pry into now? ( Afide. 

Mon, Prithee, good Fizppanta, how do your Mafter and 
Miftrefs live together ? | 

flip. Live! Why-———like Man and Wife, generally out of 
Humour, quarrel often, feldom agree, complain of one 
another; and perhaps have both reafon. In fhort, ‘tis much 


as ‘tis at your Houfe. . 


* Mon. Good-lack ! But whofe fide are you generally of > 

Firp. O'’the sight fide always, my Lady’s, And if you'll 
have me give youmy Opinion of thefe Matters, Sir, 1 do 
not think a Husband can ever be inthe right. | 

Mon. Ha! - ? 

Flip. Little, peeking, creeping, fneaking, ftingy, cove- 


daw. 
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Mon, fa! 


Flip. Fit for nothing but. Taylors and Dry- -Nurfes. 
‘fon, Ta ! 


lip, A Dog in a Manger, {narling and biting, to flarve . 


Gentlemen with good Stomachis. 

Mon. Ha! 

fisp, A Centry upon Pleafure, fet to bea Plague upon 
Lovers and damn poor Women before their time. 

— Mow, A Basband ts indeed 
biip, Sir, I fay, he is nothing ——A Beetle without Wings, 
a Windinill without Sails, a Ship in a Calm. 

Men, Ha! | 

Flip. A Bag without a anempty Bottle-——— dead 
Sinall- Beer. 

Mow, Ha! | 

Flip, A Quack oe Drugs. 

‘Mon, Ha! 

flip. A Lawyer without Knavery. 

Mon. Hal. 

Fvip, A Courtier without Flattery. 

Mon. Hal - 

Fl. A King without an Army, or a eCopIe with one. 
Have I drawn him, Sir? 

Mon, Why truly, Eyippanta, I can’t tien. but there are 
fome general Lines of Refemblance. -But you anow there 
may be Exceptions. 

“tip. Hark you, Sir, Shall I deal elainly with you?- Had 

TY got a Husband, I wou'd put him in mind, that he was mar- 
ry’d as wellas J, | 
: vor were I the thing cal’d a Wife {Sings. 

And my Fool grew too fond of bis Power, ae 

Fle fhou'd look like an Afs all his Life, 

For a Prank that I'd play him in an Hour. 
Tol fol Jara tollol, @c. Do you obferve that, Sir? | 

‘Mon. Ydo; and think you woud be in the right on’t. But, 
prithee, W hy doft not give this Advice to thy Miftrels 2 

Flip. For fear it fhoud go round to your Wife, Sir, for 
you know they are Play- fellows. 








Mon, O, tuere’s no danger of my Wile ; fhe iow I’m 


rone of thofe Husbands. | 
Fi:p, 
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Flip. Are you fure fhe knows that, Sir? 

Mon. \'m fure fhe ought to know it, Flippaata, for really 
I have but four Faults in the World. 

Flip. And, pray, what may they be | 

Mon. Why, I'm a little floventy, I fhift but once a Weck. 

Flip. Fough, 

Mon. Yam fometimes out of Humour. 

Flip. Provoking. 

Mon, 1 don’t give her fo iis Money as fhe'd have, 

Fizp. Infolent. | 

Mon, And a—— perhaps I mayn’t be quite fo young as I 
was. 

Flip. The Devit. 

Mon. O, but then confider how ’tis on her fide, Flippaxta. 
She ruines me with wafhing, Is always out of Humour, Ever 
wanting Moncy, And will never be older. 

- Flip. That laft Article, I mutt confels, is a little hard upon 


you. : 

Mon. Ah, Fiipp.nta, did it thou but — the daily Pro- 
vocations I have, tou ‘dft be the firft to excufe my Faults. 
But now [ think on’t---— Thou art none of my Friend, thou 
doft not love me at all; no, not at all. : 

Flip. And whither is this litte Reproach going to lead us 
, NOW? 

Mon. You have Power over your fair Mi ee |, Flippanta. 

Flip, Sir. 

Mon, But what then? you hate me. 

Filip, Vunderftand you not. Z 

Mon, There’s not a Moment’s Trouble her naughty Hul- 
band gives her, but I feel it too. | 

Flip. 1 don’t know what you mean. 

Moa, Vf the did but know what part I take in licr Sufferings, 

#lip. Mighty obfcure. 

Mow, Weil, Pil fay no more; Digetes, 

Flip. All Hedrew. 

Afon, VE thou woud but tell her on’ t. 

Flzp, Still darker and darker. 

Alon, \ihou'd not Le ungrateful. 

flip, Ah, now1 begin to underftand you. 


E 2 ; Alou, 


28 The Coufed deracy. ers 


Mon, Fi lippanta——— theres my Purfe. . 

Fisp. Say no more; now you explain, indeed ——— You 
are in Love ? 

Moz, Bitterly—— and! do fwear by all the Gods~—— 

Filip, Hold —— Spare’ em forancther tine, you ftand inno 
- need of ’em now. A Ufurer that parts with his Purfe, gives 
fufficient Proof of his Sincerity. 

Mon. Y hatemy Wife, Plippanta. 

flip, That we ‘t take upon your bare Word. 

Mon. She's the Devil, Flippanta. 

Flrp. You like your Neighbours better. 

Mow, Oh !—— — an Angel. 

Flip. What Pity it is the “Law don’t allow trucking. 

Mon. YF ie did, didioigees 

Flip. But fince it don’ t, Sir—— keep the Reins upon your 
Pafiion: Dont let your Flame rage too high, left my Lady 
thoud be crucl, and it fhou’d dry you up toa Mummy. 

Mou, “Tis impoffible the can be fo barbarous, to let me die. 

Alas, Flippaata, a very {mall matter woud fave my Life. 

Flip. Then y’are dead —— for. we Women never grant any 
thing toa Man who will be fatisfy’d with a little. 





Mon, Dear Flippanta, that was only my Modefty ; but fince - 





you'll have it out lam avery Dragon, And fo your 
_ Lady'll find -—if ever fhe thinks fit to pees Now I hope 
you'll land my Friend. | 

Flip, Well, Sir, as far as my Credit goes, it fhall be em- 
ploy’d in your Service. 


Mon. My bett Flippanta, — tell her—— I'm all hers-—— | 
rel her ——my Body’s hers ——tell her —~my Soul's hers— _ 


tell her ——~ my Effate’s hers. Lard have mercy upon me, 
how Pm in love! 

Flip, Poor Maa! what a Sweat he’sin! But hark, 
I hear my Mafler, for Heaven's fake compote your (elf a little, 
you are in fuch a Fit, omy Confcience he'll {mell you out. 

Afon, An, Dear, I'm in {uch an Emotion, [dare not be {een 5. 
pur mein this Clofet for a Moment. 

Flip. Clotct, Man! it's too little, your Love wou'd fiifle 
you. Goair your felf inte Gardena hittle, you have need 
eo, Vfaith. { She puts hin out. 





= 
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/ ‘ : 
Flippanta /oia, 
A rare Adventure by my troth. . This will be curious News = 
—to the. Wives. Fortune has now put their Husbands into 
their hands, and I toink se are too — to neglect its Fa- 
vours. . 


Exter Gripe. 


here's the right hand ; the reft of the held can C 
be for a Where’s my Wife, Hulwife > 
Flip. An admirable Queftion ! 
| abroad, Sir. | 
Gr. Abroad, abroad, abroad already 2’ Why, fhe ufes to be 
ftewing in her ’Bed three hours after this time, as late as "tis: 
, What makes her gadding fo foon? 
Filip. Bufinefs, { {uppote. | 
Gr. Bufinefs! "fhe has a pretty Head for Bulines truly : 
Oho, let her change her way of living, or ll make her change - 
a light heart for a heavy one. 
lip. And why woud you have her change hee way of - 
living, Sir? You fee itagrees with her. She never look'd 
better in her life.. | 
Gr. Don’t tell me of her Looks, I have done with her Looks 
long. fince. But (il make her change her life, or-—— 
Flip. Indeed, Sir, you won't. , 
Gr, Why, what fhall hinder me, Infolence 2” ; 
Flip. That which hinders moft Husbands ; C aediied 
Gr. Suppofe I refolve I won't be contradiéted? 
Filip. Suppofe fhe refolves you fhall. 
Gr. A Wife's Refolution is not good by Law. | 
Flip. Nor a Husband's by Cuftom. 
Gr. Vtell thee, I willnotbearit, 
Filip, Y tell you, Sir, you will bear it. 
. Gr, Oons, Ihave born it three Years already. 
tip. By that you fee ‘tis but giving your mind to it. 
or My Mind to it! Death and the Devil! My Mind to 





Why, fhe’s gone. 


Fi 
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Flip. Look ye Sir, you may {wear anddamn, and call the 


Furies to affift you, but till you apply the Remedy to the 


right place, you'll never cure the Difeafe. You fancy you | 


have got an extravagant Wite, ist not fo? 
Gr. Pritlice change me tlrat word Fancy, andit is fo. 
Fiip. Why there’sit. Men are ftrang:ly troubled with the 
V eet of late. Youl wonder now, it} tell you, you havo 
the mof reafonable Wife in Town; And that all the Difor- 
ders you think you {ce in her, are onl here, here, here, in 
your own Head. pee bis Forehead. 
Gr. She is then, in thy Opinion, a. reafonable Woman. 
Flip. By my Faith I think fo. 


Gr. Ifhall ranmad——. Name me an Extravagance in the 


World -the is not guilty of. , 
Flip. Name me an Extravagance in the World fhe is guil- 
ty of. 


Gr. Come then, does not fhe put the whole Houfe in dife 


order ? 


Flip, Not that T know of, for fhe never comes into it but. 


to fleep. - 


Gr. "Tis very well: Does fhe employ any one moment of 


her life in the Government of her Family ? 


Flip. She is fo fubmiflive a Wife, fhe Icaves it entirely to’ 


you. | 
Gr. Admirable! Does fhe not fpend more Money in 


~Coach-hire, and Chair-hise, than wou’d maintain fix Chil- 


dren ? 


Flip. She’s too nice of your Credit to be feen dageling in 


the Streets. 


Gr. Good. Dol fet eye on her fometimes in a Week to- 


sether ? 

| Flip, That, Sir, is becaufe you are never ftirring at the 
{ame time; you keep edd Hours ; you are always going to 
bed when the’s rifing, and rifing jut when the’s coming to 
bed. 
_ Gr. Yes truly, Night i into Day, and Day into Night, Baw- 
cy" loufe Play, that's her Trade ; but thefe are Tiles : Has 
fhe not loft her Diamond Necklace 2 > Anfwer me to that 
Trapes. 


Flip. 
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 - Filip. Yes; and has fent as many Tears after it, as if ie 
‘had been her Husband. os 

Gr. Ah!—— thePoxtakeher; butenovgh, ‘Tisrefolv'd, 
and { will put a ftop to the courfe of herlite, orl will put a 
” ftop to the courfe of her Blocd, and fo fhe fhall know the 
fir(t time I meet with her ; [a/de. which tho’ we are Man and 
Wife, and lie under one Roof, ’tis very poflible may not be 
this. Fortnight. | : Exit Gripe. 


Flippanta fola, 


Nay, thou haft a bleffed time on'’t, that maft be confe%’d. 
What a miferable Devil ts a Husband? Infupportable to him< 
- felf, and a Plague to-every thing about him. Their Wives 
do by them, as Children doby Dogs, teaze and provoke’em, 
till they make ’em focurs’d, they {narl and bite atevery thing 
that comes in their reach. This Wretch here, is grown per- _ 
verfe to that degree, he's for his Wife’s keeping home, and’ 
making Hell of his Houfe, fo he may be the Devil in it, to 
.torment her. How niggardly foever he is, of all things he 
poflefles, he is willing to purchafe her Mifery, at the ex- 
pence of his own Peace. But he had as good be ftill, for he'll 
mifs of his Aim. If I knowher (which { think, Ido) fhe’ll 
fer his Blood in fuch a Ferment, it fhall bubble out at every: 
Pore of him; whillt hers is fo quict in her Veins, her Pulle: 
fhall go hikea Pendulum. 





ACT MI: 
SCENE, Mrs. Amlet’s Hos/e. 
Enter Dick, 


bah gcue this old Woman?— A-hey. What the devil 
No body at home? Ha! her firong Box!— And 
the Key in’t! ’tisfo. Now Fortune be my Friend. What 
tlre duce— Not a Penny of Money in Cahh!—- Nora. 

Chequer- 
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{Chequer Note! Nora Bank-Bill I— [ fearching the frong 
Box. |.—Nor a crooked Stick! Nor a— Mum— here's 
fomething—- A Diamond Necklace by all the Gods!— Oons 
the old Woman—— Zeft. Claps the Necklace in 
(Enter Mrs. Amlct.) 3 Pocket, then runs 

——Pray Mothe r pray to, Ge. Cand asks ber Blefiing. 

— Aml, Is it potible 2 Dick upon his humble Knee ! 
Ab my dear Child!——- May Heaven be good uato thee. 

- Dick. Ym come, my dear Mother, to pay my Duty to 
you, and to ask your Confent to—— | | 
aml, What a Shape is there ! 

' Dick, To ask your Confent, I fay, to marry a great For- 
tune; for what is Riches in this World without a Bleff ing, 
and how can there be a Ble! fing without Refpect and way 
to Parents. ° | , 

Aml. What a Nofe he has ! ! 

Dick. Aud therefore it being the Duty of every good 
Child, not to difpofe of him{clfin Marriage, without the---- 

Awl. Now the Lord love thee, [é:sing bim} ——for thou 
art a goodly young Man: Well ‘Dick, —- And how goes 
imwith the Lacly ? Are her Eyes open to thy Charms? Does . 
fhe fee what’s for her own good? Is fhe fenfible of 
the Bleffings thou haftin flore tor her? Ha! Is all fure | 
Haft thou broke a Piece of Mone y with her? © Speak Bird, do: 
Don't be modeft, and hide thy Love from thy Mother, for 
Tm an indulgent Parent. 

Dick, Nothing under Heaven can prevent my good For- - 
tune ;’ bue its being difcover’d I am your Son 

“Anal, Then thou art fill afham’d of thy natural Mother. wee 
GracelefS! Why ’mno Where, Sirrch. 

Dick, | know you arenot—— A Whore! Blefs us all— 

Ami, No; my Repuration s as cood as the beft of ‘em; 
znd tho’ I'm old, ’'m chaft, you ‘Rafal you. 

Dick, Lord, that is not the thing we talk of, Mother, but--- 

Aml, 1 think 2s the World coes, they may be proud of 
—marrvirg then Davehter into a vartuous Family. 

Dick, Oons, Vartae is not the Cafe— 
tnd. Where them ay have a good Example before her Eyes. 
pick. O Lord! OLord! OLord! 








A yy 


Lhe Confederacy. . 33 
Aml, Ym a Woman that don’t fo much as encourage an In- 
continent Look towards me. | | 
Dick. 1 tell you, sdeath, I tell you | : 
Aml, If a Man fhould make an uncivil Motion ta me, Vd 
fpit in his lafcivious Face: And all this you may tell ‘em, , 
Sirrah, me } 
Dick. Death and Furies! the Woman's out of her —- | 
Aml, Don’t you Swear, you Rafcal you, don’t you Sweae, 
we fhall have thee damn’d at Jaft, and then I fhall be difgrac’d. 
Dick. Why then in cool Blood hear me {peak to you: I tell 
i it’s a City-Fortune I'm about, fhe cares not a Fig for your 
artue, fhe'll hear of nothing but Quality : She has quarrel’d 
with one of her Friends, for a a better Complexion, and 
is refolv’d fhe'll marry, to take place of her. 
Aml, What a Cherry-Lip is there ! 
_ Dick. Therefore, good dear Mother now, have a care and 
don’t difcover me ; for if you do, all’s loft. : 
Aml, Dear, dear, how thy fair Bride will be deiighted ?- 
Go, get thee gone, go : Go fetch her home, go fetch her 
home ; I'll give her a Sack-Poffet, and a Pillow of Down fhe 
fhall Jay her Head upon. Go, fetch her home, I fay. 
Dick, Take care then of the main Chance, my dear Mother, 
remember if you difcover me —— 
Aml, Go, fetch her home, I fay. 
Dick, You promife me then 
fn], March. 
: Dick. But fwear to me 
_ ml. Begone, Sirrah. | , 4% : - 
Dick. Well, TH rely upon you —— But one Kifs before I go. 
| [ Kiffes her heartily and runs off. 
Aml, Now the Lord love thee; for thou art a comfortable 
young Man. [L£xit Mrs. Amlet. 


SCENE, Gripes Houle. 


Enter Corinna and Flippanta. ' 


Cor, But heark you, Flippanta, if you don’t think he loves 
me dearly, don’t give him my Letter, after all. 
lip, Let me alone. ; | 
Cor, When he has read it, let - give It you again. 











Fie. 
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Fiip. Don’t trouble your felf. 

Cor, And not a cae of the rani to my Mother-in-law. 

Filip. Enough. 

Cor, When we come to love one another, to the purpofe, 
fhe fhall know all. 7 

Flip. Ay, then ‘twill be time. 

Cor. But remember ’tis you make me do all this, now; fo 
if any Mifchief comes on’t, ‘tis you mutt an{wer for'ts. 

Flip. Vil be your Security.: re 

Cor. Im young, and know nothine of thes matter ; but you . 
have Experience 5 fo it’s your bufinefs to condué ine fafe. | 
EMD. Poor Innocence ! 

Cor. But tell me in ferious fadnels, Fliypama, does he love 
‘me with thé very Soul of him ?_ 

Flip. Lhave told. you fo a hundred times, and yet you” are 
not fatisfyd. 

Cor, But, methinks, P'd fain have him tell me fo himfelf. - 

Flip. Have patience, and it fhall be done. 

Cor. Why, Patience is a Virtue ; that, we muft all confefs, 
but, I ancy , the fooner it’s done the better, Flippanta. _ 

| Pie ARueTT 

* Fel. Madam, yonde t's your Coography Maier w waiting for 
you. L£xit. 

Cor. Ah! how Tam tyrd with thefe old fumbling Fellows, 
Flipnanta. 


Flip, ‘Well, don’t let ‘em break your Heart, you fall be 
rid of ’em all e’re long. | 
Cor, Nay, ‘tis not the Study Pm fo’ weary of, Flippasite, 
tis the odious thing that teaches me. Were the Colonel my 
Mafter I fancy I cou’d take pleafure in Leaining every. thing 
he cou'd fhew me. | 
Flip, And he can fhew you a great deal, I can tell you that. 
But get you gone in, kere’s fomebody coming, we muft not 
be feen together. | 
Cor, I will, Iwill, I will. —— QO! the dear - Colonel 
“LR umnhing Of. 
Enter Mis. Amlet.. 2 
Bip O ho, irs Mrs, Amlet. a hat. t bring you io foon 
to us again, hrs. dimlet B | is 


Ami. 





Am); Ab! My dear Mrs. Flippanta, 2 fi in a oe Fright. 

Flip. Why what’scome to you 

ifml, Ab! Mercy on-us all, —- Mats lam’s Diamond Necklace— 

Flip, What of that? - | 

Ainl, Ave you fure you left it at-my ‘te > 3 

Flip, Sure: I teft- it > a@ very pretty Queftion truly. | 

Aml, Nay,: don’t’ be qugry 5 fay nothing to MiJdam of it, 
I hefeech you s.It willbe found zain; if ic be Heavens good 
will, At leaft ‘tis, Emutt bear the lofs ont. “Tis my. Rogue 
of a Son has laid his Bird-lime | i ingers on't. 

Flip. Your Son, Mrs. dmnkt? Do you breed your Chil dren | 
upsto fuch Tricks as thefe then ? 

Aml, What fhall I fay to you, Mrs. Rin anta @ Cau T help 
it? He has been a Rogue from his Cradle, Dick his. - Bat he 
has his Defarts too : And now it comes in my Head, may hap 
he may have no if] Defign in this neither. 

ap No ill Delign, Woman? He’s a pretty Fellow if he 
can {teal a Diamond Necklace with a good one. | 

Am!, You don't know him, Mss. Flippanta, fo well as I 
that bore him. Dick's a Rogue, ’ tis true, but — Man ——— 

Flip. What does the Woman mean > ~ 

Ami. Hark you, Mrs. Flippanta,; is not here a young Gett- 
tlewoman in your Houfe, that wants a ‘Husband ? oS 

Flip. Why do you ack > - | : 

Aml, By way of Converfation only, it docs not concern me 3 
But when fhe marries I may chance to dance at the Wedding, - 
Remember Ftell you fo; Iwho am but Mrs, Amiet. 
_ Flip, You dance at her Wedding! ydu/ - : 

Ami, Yes, I, 1, but don’t trouble Madam about her _s 
lace, perhaps It mayne g0 out of the Family. Adieu, Mrs. 
Flippanta, - ° LExit Mrs. Amlet. 

lip What---what---what docs the Woman mean? Mad! 
What a Capilotade of a Story’s‘here ? The Necklace loft; 
and her Son Dick; and a Fortune to marry; and the fhalf 
dance at the Wedding : ; and —— She does not "intend, I hope, 
to propofe a Match between her Son Dick and Corinna? By 
_ my Confeience I believe fhe does. An old Beld: ame : f 
Enter Brafs. : 7 

Br. Well, Hulty; how ftand our Affairs > Has Mifs writ 

us an ‘antw er yet? my Matter's sad impatient yonder. 
¥ . Fiip. 
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Flip. And wh y the Duce does not he come himfelf? What 
does he fend fuch Idle Fellows as thee of bis Errants > Here 
I had her alone juft now : He won't have fuch an aca 
agen this Month, I can tell him that. 

Br, So much the worfe for him; ’tis his bufine’s. —— But 
now, my dear, let thee and IJ talk a little of our own: I grow 
mott damnably i in love with thee; doft hear that ? 

Flip. Phu! thou art always timing things wrong; my Head» 
is full, at prefent, of more important things than Love. 

Br. Then it’s full of important things indeed. Loft want 
a Privy-Counfellor > | 

Flip. I want an Arliftant. 

“4 To do what ? 

Pip. Mifchich  - 

Br. 'm thy Man —— touch. 

Flip. But before I venture to let thee into my Projed, pri- 
thee tell me, whether thoy find'ft a natural Difpotition t to 
“_— a Husband to oblige his Wife ? a 

Is fhe handfome?> | : | 
tp Yes. ~ 
3r, Why. then my Difpofition’s at her Service. °° 
oo She’s beholding to thee. a 
Not fhe alone neither, therefore don't Jet her grow 
a upon’ ts for I have three or four Affairs of that kind g0- 
ing at this time. 

“Flip. Well, go carry this Epiftle from Mifs, to thy Matter, | 
and when thou com’ft back [ll tell thee thy. bufinefs,. | 

Br, Fil know it before I go, if you pleafe.’ 

_ Flip. Thy Mafter waits for an Anfwer. 

Br, Vd rather he fhou’d wait than. 

Flip, Why then, in fhort, Araminta’s Husband i is in | Love 
with iny Lady. 
Br. Very well, Child, we have a Rewland for her Oliver er: 
Thy Lady ‘’s Husband is in Love with slraminta. | 
Flip. Who told you that, Sirrah? > , . , 

Br, “Tis a Negotiation fain charg’d with, Pert. Did not | 
I iell:thee I did bufine’s for half the Town> I have nx anag’d 
Matter Gripe’s little Affairs for him thefe Ten Years, you Slut 
you. 

. es Hark thee, Brat, the Game’s in our hands, if we can 
but play the Cards. - Br. 


” 
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Br. Picque and Repique, you Jade a If the Wives will 
fall into a good Intelligence. ° 
= Let themalone; I'll anfwer for ‘em they don’t flip the 
Occa ion. —— See here they come. They-little think ‘what 
a piece of good News we have for’em. ’ | 
Enter Clariffa and Aminta. 
el iFefmin 5 kere, Boy, carry up thefe things into my 
Dreffing-Room, and break as many of ’em by the way as you 
can, be fure.— O! art thou there, Brafs ? What News ? 
Br, Madam, I only call'd in as I was going oY: But 
fome little Propofitious Mrs. Flippanta has been ftarting, has 
kept me here to offer your Ladythip my humble Service. 
~  Clar, What Propofitions ? 
Br, She'll acquaint you, Madam. a 
Aram, Is there any thing new, Flippanca @ ¢ 
lip, Yes, and pretty too. 
Clar. That follows of courfe, but let’s have it quick, 
Flip. Why, Madam, ‘you have made-a Conquett. 
Clar. Huzzy—But of who? quick. 
Flip. Of Mr. Moneytrap, that's all. 
Aram. My Husband ? 
Flip. Yes, your Husband, Madam : You though fit to cor- 
rupt ours, fo now we are even with you, | 
Aram. ‘Sure thou art in Jeft, Flippanta. | 
Flip. Serious as my Devotions. ~~ 
Br. And the crofs Intrigue, Ladies, is what our Brains 
have been at work about. | 
Aram. My Dear. [To Clariffa, — 
Clar. My Life. . a 7 a 
Aram, My Angel. i. | 
Clar. My Soul. [ Hugging one another. 
-Aram. Vhe Stars have done this. | 3 
Clar. The pretty little T'winklers. | 
Flip. And what will you do for them now ? 
Clar. What grateful Creatures ought ; fhew ‘em we don't 
defpife their Favours. 
Aram. But is not this a Wager between thefe usta 
Clar. Y woud not give a Shilling to go the Winner’s halves. 
Aram. ‘Then ’tis the moft fortunate thing that ever cou'd 


have happend. 
- Clar. 
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Clar, All your laft Night’s Ideas Araminta; were: ae t It. 

Aram. Brafs (my Dear) will be ufeful to us. _ 

Br, At your Service, Madam. en 

"Clar. Flip poanta will ‘be necefiary, ‘my Life. 

Flip, She waits your Commands, Madam. - _ 

Aram, For my «part then, I recommend. my Husband 1 to. 
thee, Flippanta, and make it = earnelt roquell, Uhoa : WONT 
nor leave tite one, HalfCrown. .. ag 

Flip. Til do all T can to obev you, M. dam, pee 

Br. (To Claritin} af your Ladyihip woud give me the 
fame kind Orders jor yours. 

Clar, O~-if thou fpar ‘tt him, Brafey | Ae thy Enemy, till I ne 

Br. “Tis enough, Madam, I'll be fure ta give you'a reafo- 

nable Account of him. But how do vou intend we fhall 
proceed, Ladies? Muft we {torm the Purfe at once, or brevk 

Ground in form, and carry it by little and lirtle ? 

Clar. Storm, dear Brafs, Storm; ever whilft you live, {torm. 

Aram. O by all wieans 3 muft it -not be fo, Fhppantae 

Filip. ty four and twenty Hours, two hundred P ous 2 piece 
that’s my Sentence. 

Br, Very well. But, Ladies, you a1 give me leave to put 
you in mind of fome ‘little Expence in Favours, ‘twill be 

neceflary you are at, to thefe honeft Gentlemen. 

' Aram, Favours, Braft gf - . | 
Br. Um--a—- fome finall Matters, Madam, I doubt muft be. 
Clar. Now that’s a vile Article, Araminta 5 for that thing 

your Hufband ts fo like mine 
flip, Phu, there’s a fcruple indeed, Pray, Madam, don't ee 

fo {queamith, tho’ the Meat be a litrle flat, we il find you fa- 

—Voury Sauce to it. 

Clar, This Wench is fo mad. | 

Flip, Why what, in the Name of ak i is it you have to 
do, that’s fo terrible 

Br. A civil Look de 

Aram, There's no great harm in that. 

Flip, An obliging Word. 

Clar, That one may afford em. 

&r, A Little Smile, a propio. 

iran. Vhat’s but giving ones felf an Ain, 
se Receive a little Letter, perhaps. | 





Cla ¥ e 
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—Clar. Women of Quality do that from fifty odious Fellows. , 
Br. Suffer (maybe) a {quceze by the Hand, 
Aram. One's fo us'd to that one does not. feel it. 
Flip. Or if a Kafs woud do't 2 
Clar, Yd die firftK =~ 
Br. Indeed, Ladies, I doubt ‘twill be nace lary to | 

Clar. Get their wretched Money, without ie ying fo dear 
for it. - 

Flip.’ Well, jutt as you pleafe for that, mv oe But I 

fuppofe you ‘il play upon the {quare with your Fav ours, and not 

pique your felyes upon being one more grateful than another. . 

Br, And ftate a fair Account of Receipts and Duibariements. 
Aram. That I think fhou’d be indeed. 
Clar, With ail my Heart, and Bra/s fhall be our Book-keeper. 

So get thee to work, Man, as faftas thou canft: But nota 

word of all this to thy Mafter. { 





-Br. Pll obferve my Orders, Madam. (Exit Brafs. | 


Clar, T\t have the pleafure of telling hima my felf he'il be 
violently delighted with it:.’"Tis the beft Man in the World, 
- Araminta, he'll bring us raré Company to morrow, all forts of 
Gamefters 5 and thou halt fee, my Hfband will be fuch a Beaft 
to be out of Humour at it. 

Aram. The Monfter-——But huth, here's my Dear ap proach 
ing ; prithee let’s leave him to Flippanta. 

Flip, Ay, pray do, Pll bring you a good account of hin TU 
warrant | 
Clar. Disjaeh then for the Baflet-Tables i in hafte. 

| » jaa Clar. and Aram.” 

: -Flippanta fola. 7 

So, now have, at him; here he comes: We'll try if we can 

pillage the Ufnrer, as he does other Folks. | 
Enter Moneytrap. | 

Mon. Teg my By Flippanta, is thy Miftris come hoine 3 a 

Ti ¢, Sir. | 

uly And’ where is fhe, peenee® 2 | 

| nh Goné abroad, Sir, |. tae. Phas 

Mon. How dott meu >? oo | 

Flip, 1 mean right, ‘Six; my. Lady ie come home and 90 a= 
broad teh times in an Honr, when ihe’s either in very good - 
Humour, | or very bad. a | 

OMe’ 
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Mon, Good lack! But I'll warrant, in general, ‘tis her 


naughty Hufband that makes her Houfe uneafie toher. But. 
haft thou faid a little f{omething to her, Chicken, for an ex- 


_piring Lover? ha? 
Flip. Said —~—yes, I have faid, much good may it dome. 
on. Well? and how? 
Flip. And how? ——— and how do you think ? you wou'd 
have medo't, -And you have fuch a way with you, one can 
refufe you nothing. ‘But I have brought my felf into a fine 
_bufinefs by it. 
Mon, Good lack: -—— But Ihope, Flippanta 
Fhp. Yes, your hopes will do much when Iam turn'd out -of 
Doors. 
Mon. Was the then terrible angry > 
Flip, Oh! had you feen how fhe flew, when fhefaw where 
I was pointing ; for you muft know I went round the Buth, 
and round the Buhh, efore I came to the matter. | 
Mon, Nay, ’tis a ticklifh Point, that muft be own’d. 
Flip. On my word is it I mean where a Lady’s truly 
_ Virtuous, for that’s our cafe you muft know. 
Mon. A very dangerous cafe indeed. 
Flip. But Ican tell you one ak: 
tion to you. — : 
Sion. Is it pofhble? = 
Flip, Yes, and J told her fo at laf. 
Mn, Well, and what did fhe anfwer thee ? : 
Hip. Slap — and bid me bring it you for a Token. 














[ Giving him @ flap on the Face. 7 
Mon, And you have loft none on’t by the way, with a Pox. 
rye. [ Aide. 


_ £lip, Now this, I think, looks the beft in the World. 

Mon. Yes, but really it feels a little odly. 

Flip. Why, you muft know, Ladies have different ways of 
expretling ae Kindnefs, according to the Humour they are 
in: If fhe had been in a good one, it had beena Kifs; but as 
Jong as fhe fent you fomething, your Affairs go well. 

Mon, Why, truly, [ama little Ignorant in the myfterious 
Paths of Love, fo I muft be guided by thee : But, prithee, 
take her ina good Humour, uext Token the fends me. 

Flip, Ah — good Humour 3 > a 

: OM» 


fhe has an Inclina- 


Lhe Cnfederas ; ne ° 
_ Mon, What's the: matter ? : _ 
_ Flip, Poor. nena oe 
Mon. Ha. ~ | Oo 
- Flip, EI duurft tell you “s ——— 
Mon. What then? - °° 
Flip, You wou'd not expect to fee her i in one a good while. 
Mon. Why, I pray ? 2 
Flip, Imuft own [did-take an unfeafonable tune to talk of 
Love Matters to her.. , , 4 

Mon. Why, what’s the matter 2 

Flip. Nothing. 

Mon. Nay, prithee tell me. 

Filip, I dare not. , a 

Mon. You mift.indeed. | | 

Flip, Why, when Women are In 1 difficulties, how can they i 
think of Pleafure 2’ : , ee 

‘Mon, Why, what Difficulties. can fhebe in? | 

Flip. Nay, I-do-but guefs, after all; for fhe has that gran 
deur of Soul, he'd die before the’d tell. 

Mon. But what doft thou fufpet > 

: Flip. Why, what fhou'd one fufpec ? where a Hutband 
loves nothing but getting of Money, and a Wife sai but 
{pending on’. 

Mon, So the wants that fame then? 

Flip. I fay no fuch thing, I know nothing of the Matter ; 
pray make no wrong Interpretation of what I fay, my Lady | 
wants nothing that [know of. ‘Tis true —~ fhe has had ill 
Juck at Cards of Jate, I believe fhe has not won once this 
Month. But what of that ? 

Mon, Ha? .. | 

Flip. Tis true, I know her Spirit's that, fhe’d fee as ne 
band hang’d, before fhe’ d afk bim for a F arthir. of 

Mon. Ha? 

Fiip. And then I know him again, he'd fee her drown'd bee 
fore he'd give her a Farthing ; but that’s a help to your Af- 
fair you know... 

. Ts fo indeed. 

Flip. Ah— well, Ili fay nothing ; but if the had none of | 
thefe things to fret her 
Mon, Why really, Flippanta. 

. —— G 





Hip. 
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Flip. 1 know what you are going to fay now 5 you dre po- 
ing to offer your Service, but ’twon’t dos. you have a mind 
to play the Gallant now ; but it muft not be; you want to be | 
fhewing your Liberality, but ‘twon'b be. allow’d: you'll be 
_ prefling me to offer it, and fhe Il be in a rage. We fhall have 
the Devil to do, 

Afsn, You miftake me, " Flippante 5 I was ‘only poing to fay 

| Bip. Ay, Dknow what you: were going'to fay well enough, 
but [tell you it will never do fo. If one cou ¢ find: out fome- 
way now —~—~ ay -—- let me fee. ea 

Mon. Indeed I hope 

Flip. Pray be quiet —~-no — but I'm a ae 
fhe ll fmoak that tho’ — let us confider ——. If one cou’d; tind 

a way to —-"Tis the niceft Point in the World’ to bring.about, 
the’ li never, touch it, if fhe knows from whence it.comes. 

Mon, Shall I try if Lcan reafon her Hufband out. of twenty’ 
Pounds, to make her eafie the reft of her Life? . 

Flip. Twenty Pound, Man! —~ why you fhall {ce her fet 
that upon a Card. O _— fhe Has a great Soul, —-Befides, ‘if. 
her Huiband fhou’d oblige her, ir nught,.in time, take off her 
Avertion to: him, and, by. confequence, her Inclination to 0 you. 
No, no, it muft never come that way. | 

Mon, What fhall we do then ? 3 

Flip. Hold till —I have i it, Tl) tell you what-you tal do. 

Mon. Ayo 

Flip. You fhall saihe her a Reftitution -—— of two ‘hun. 

dred Pounds. | 
Mon, Hal—~a Reftitution ? 
Flip. Yes, yes, ‘tis the luckieft thought in wih World, Madam 
often Plays, you know, and Folks who do fo, meet now and 
‘then with Sharpers. Now, you fhall be a ‘Sharper. 
- Mon. A Sharper ? | 

Flip. Ay, ay, a Sharper; and havliig cheated her of two 
hundred Pounds, fhall be troubled in Mind, and fend. it her 
~— “agen. You comprehend me? ms 

fon. Yes, I, I comprehend, but a—won't the Das if it * 
be i much ? | , | 
Kup. No, no, the more the better. ’ 

fon, ‘Two hundred Pound ? : : - 

Fv. Yes, two hundred Pound —O, let me fee. —~ fo even 
a Summ may look a Jittle re fufpicious, —~ ay — let it as 

; 1un- 
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hundyed and thirty ; that odd thirty will make it look fo n3- 
tural, the Devil won't find itour | v 

‘Men. Ha? | 

Fp. Poands too look I don't. Sin how ; Guineas I fancy. 
were better -— ay, Guineas, it fhall be Guineas. You are of 
that.Mind, are you not? | 

Mon. Um - a Guinea you know, onan 1s 

Flip. A thoutand times genteeler, you are certainly in n the 
right ont; it fhall. be as you fay, two hundred and any 
Guineas, 

Mon. Honceniell: if it mut be Guineas, let’s fea, Two hua. 
dred Guineas. | 

Flip. And thirty; two bandied and thirty. If you miftake. 
the fum, you fpoilall. So go put ‘em ina Purfe, whiie it’s. 
frefh in your Head, and fend ‘em to me witha Penitential Let- 
ter, defiring Pll do you the favour to reftore ‘em-to her. 

“Mon, Two hundred and thirty Pounds 1 in a Bag ? 

Flip. Guineas I fay, Guineas. aa: 
_ Mon. Ay, Guineas; that’s true. But Flippanta, if the ina i 
know they cone from me, en I give my Money for nathing, 
you kuow. 

Fizp. Phu, leave that to mé, I'll mannage the Stock for yous 
Pil make it produce fomething I'll warrant yor ~ 
Mon, Wel. Flippanta,.tis a greatSum indeed ; but I'll go try 
what I can do for 688 You fay, two hundred Guineas i ina Purfe? 

Flip, And thirty ; if the Man’s in his Senfes. 

Mon. Andthirty, ‘tis true, J alwavs forget that thirty.(Ex.M. 
Sali So, get thee. gone, thou art a rare Fellow, faith. 
Brafs! '—— it’s thee, is't len 

: ater Brafs. 

Br. It is Hufwife, How go matters >? I ftay d till thy Gea. 
tleman.was gone. Haft done any thing towards our common 
Purfe ? 

~ Alp, Ithink I haves he’s. ‘going to tie us 2 Reftitution of | 
two or three hundred Paunds, 

Br. A Refthution! good. 

Flip, A new way, Sirrah, to make a Lady take a Profent, 
without. putting her to the Bluth. 

Br, “Tis very well, mighty well indeed. Prithee w here’s | 


thy Mafter ? let me try if I'can perfwade him to be troubled 
an Mind too. (G2. Flip. | 
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Flip, Not fo hafty ; he’s gone into his Clofet to prepare Bim 
felf for a Quarrel. Ihave advis'd him to Le with his Wife. 

Br, What to do? : | 
Flip. Why, to-make her ftay at home, now fhe has refolv’d 
to do it before-hand. You muft know, Sirrah, we intend to - 
make a Merit of our Bailet-Table, and get a good pretence for 

the merry Companions we itend to fill his Houfe with, 
Br, Very nicely {pun truly, thy Hufband will be a happy Man. 
Flip. Hold your Tongue you Fool you. “See, here comes _ 

your Matter. : = 

— Br. He's. welconie. 

4 Enter Dick. 
Dic, My dear Flippanta! how many thanks haveItopaythee> _ 
Flip. Do you like her Style? a 
Dic. The kindeft little Rogue! there's nothing but the gives 

me leave to hope,I am the happieft Man the World has m its care. 
Flip. Nat fo happy.as you think for neither, perhaps; you 
hare a Rival, Sir, 1 can tell you that. ~ -  # 
Dic. A Rival! 2 aaa 
£&p. Yes, and a dangesous one too.. 
Dic. Who, in the name of Terrour > 
Flip. A devilith Fellow, one Mr. Amlet. 
Dic. Amlet! Tknow nofuch Mane 
£lp, You know the Man’s Mother tho’; you met her here,.. 
and are in her Favour, I cam telk you. If he worfts you in 
your Miftris, you fhall een marry ee and difinherit hina. ; 
Dic. If Lhave no other Rival but Mr. Amlet, ¥ believe I- 
fhan’t be much difturb’d in my Amour. But can’t [fee Corinna? - 
Flip. 1 don’t know, fhe has always fome of her Mafters with 
her: But Vil go fee if {he can {pare. you a moment, and bring. 
you word. . [ Exit Flippanta. 
| Dic. I with my old-hebling Mother Rant been. blabbing , 


" . fomething here the fhou’d not do. 


Er. Fear nothing, all’s fafe on that fide. yet. But. hew. 
{peaks young Miftreffes Epiftle 2 foft and tender? - ee 

Dic. As Pen can write. - * 

Br. So you think all goes well there? 

Dic. As my Heart can wilh.. 

£r. YGu are fure one?: 

Dic. Sure.on’e . ) 


Ete. 
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Br, Why then, Ceremony afide, . (Putting on bis Hat. 
You and I muft-have a little Talk, Mr. Amie 

Dic. Ah, Brafs,what art thou going to do? wou't ruine me? 

Br. Look you, Dick, few words; you are in a {mooth way 
of making your Fortune, I hope all will rowlon. But how do 
| You intend Matters fhall pafs’twixt you and me, in this bufinefs> 
Dic. Death and Furies! What a time doit take totalk on’r> 
Br. Good Words, or I betray you; they have already heard 


. ofone Mr, Amlet in the Houfe. 


Dic. Here’s a Son of a“Whore. ; . [Mede. 

‘Br. In fhort, look {mooth, and be a good’ Prince, Iam. 
your Vallet, ‘tis true: Your Footman fometimes, which-I’m: 
enrag’d at 3 but you have always had the afcendant, I confefs, | 
when we were School-fellows, you made me carry yeur Books, . 
make your Exercife,. own your Roguerics, and fometimes take - 
a Whipping for you: When we were Fellow-Prentices, tho’ I 
was your Senior, you made me open the Shop, clean my Ma-- 
fter’s Shoes, cut lait at Dinner, and eat all the Cruft. In our 
Sins too, I muft.own you ftill kept. me under, you foar’d up 
to Adultery with our Miftris, while [ was at humble Forni-. 
~ cation with the Maid. Nay, in our-Punifhments, you fill. 
made good your Poft ;. for when once upon a time I was fen~ 
tenc'd but te: be Whip'd, | cannot deny but you were con-. 
demn’d to be Hang’d.. So that in all times, I muft confefs, 
: = Inclinations have been greater and nobler than mine. . 

owever, I:cannot content that you fhou’d at once fix Fortune - 
for Life, and I dwell in my Humilities for the reft of my Dava. . 

Dic. Hark thee, Bra/fs, if [donot moft.nobly by cheel’m a Dog, . 

. Br. And when ? | 

Dic. As foon as ever I am. marry’d... 

Br. Ah, the Pox take thee. | 

Dic. Then you miftruft me? | 

Br. Ido, by my Faith. Look you, Sir, fome Folks we 
miftruft, becaufe we don’t know ‘em: Others -we miftruft be- 
caufe-we-do know’ems And for one of thefe Reafons I defire 
there may be a Bargain before-hand: If not [Rai/mg bis Voice. 
look ye, Dick Amlet- —— 
. Dre, Soft, my dear Friend and Companion. The Dog w:'} 
ruine ¥ [Ali é.] Say, what ist will-content.thee ? : 

ho... | 


a i 


( 
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Dic. But how can ft thou be fuch a Barbarian : a 
Br. Viearnt-it at Alsier, 
Dic. Come, make thy Turkish deciand then. . 
Br, You know you gave me a Bank- Bill this Mosing to 
receive for you. 
Dic. I did fo, of F ifty ee ‘tis thine. ‘So, now is 
art fatisty‘d 5 alls fixt. 
Br. It ts not indecd. ‘There’s a Diamond Necklace you 
rob’d your Mother of e’en now. 
Dic. Ah you few. 
Br. No Words. 
Die. My dear Brafs! 
Br. I infitt. 
Dic. My old Friend. 
Br. Dick Amlet,. { Raifing bis Voice] I infift. 
Dic. Ah the Cormorant’ see wells: ‘tis thine. But thou It 
never thrive with’t. 
Br. When I find it begins to do me Mifchief, TU give it 
you again. Pat I muft have a Wedding: Suit. 
Dic. Well. | 
Br. Some gond Lace. 
Dic. Thou fha’t. y 
Br. A Stock of Linnen. 
Dic, Enough. 
Br. Not yet — a filver Sword. | 
Rs Well, thou fha’t have that too. Now thou haft every 
thin 
Bh Gad forgive me, I forgot a Ring of Remembrance. J 
wou'd not forget all thefe Favours for the World: A fparkling 
Diamond will be always playing in my Ee and put me in 
‘mind of ’em. 
Dic. This unconfcionable Rogue ! [Afide.} Well, TH bss 
fpeak one for thee. 
Br. Brillant. i 
Die. Te thal. Lut if the thing don’t ial after all? whe 
Br, tia Man of Honour, and reftore. And fo the Treaty 
being finifh’d I itrike my Flag of Defiance, and fall into my 
Re fpects again, + [Taking off bis Hat. 
Enter Flippanta. : 
Bip. I have made you walt a EES but I cou 'd not help ity 
er 
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her Mafter is but juft gone. He has been fhewing her Prince 
Eugene's March into Italy. | 7 

Dic. Prithee let me come to her, Ill fhew her a part of the 
~ World he has never fhewn her yet. ea 
_, Flip. So Etold her, you muft know ; and fhe faid, fhe cou’d 

like to Travel in good Company § fo if you'll flip up thofe . 

back Stairs you fhall try if you can agree upon the Journey. | 
» Dic, My dear Flippanta! | > | = 
: Flip. None of your dear Acknowledgments [ befeech you,- 
but up Stairs as hard as you can drive. | = | 
“Dick. Ym gone. BO [ Exit Dick.. 

F “s And do you follow him, Fackadundy, and fee he is - 

not furprisd. © ae oy | 
Br. [thought that was your Poft, Mrs. U/eful. But if you'll 

come and keep me in Humour, I don’t care if I fhare the,Duty: 

with you. : a 

Flip. No words, Sirrah, but follow him, I have fomewhat: 
elfe to do. | | 

Br, The Jade’s fo abfolute there’s no contefting with her... - 
One Kifs tho’ to keep the Centinel warm. -_ 
= [Gives her a long Kifs.] So. [ Exit Brafs.. 
| _ Flippanta fola. | 
—~ Anafty Rogue. [Wiping her Mouth.] But, let me fee, 
what have Ito do now? This Reffitution will be here quickly, 
— Ifuppofe. Inthe mean time I’ go know if my Lady’s ready 
— fortheQuarrel yet. Mafter, yonder, is fo full on’t he’s ready to 
burit; but we'll give him vent by and by, with a Witnefs.(FxFl.. - 








_ 


The Fourth Ad. 
S CE NE Gripe’s Houle. 


| _ 3 Enter Corinna, Dick, and Brafs. _ 
| sit © ee fear, PH give timcly notice. [Goes to the Door. 
- Die. Come, you muft confent, you fhall confent. 
How can you leave me thus upon the Wrack ? A Man who _ 
Joves you to that excefs that I do. | 
. Cor, Nay, that you love me, Sir, that 'm fatisfy’d in, for you. 
have_fworn you do: And I’m fo pleas'd with it, I'd fain have © 
youdo fo as Jongas you live, fowe muft never Marry. Din . 


i] 
( 


i 
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Dic. Not marry, my Dear! why, what's our Love good for, 
1f we don’t marry ? | 

Cor. Ah,-—I'm afraid twill be good for little if we do. 

Dic. Why do you think {o? 

Cor. Becaufe I hear my Father and Mother, and my Uncle 
and Aunt, and Araminta and her Hufband ; and twenty other 
. marry’d Folks fay fo from Morning to Night. 

Dic. O, that’s becaufe they are bad Hufbands and bad Wives, 
but in our Cafe, there will be a good Hufband and a good 

Wife, and fo we fhall love for ever. 
Cor, W ‘hy, there may be fomething in that truly ; and I’m 
always willing to hear reafon, as a reafonable young Woman 
ought todo. But are you fure, Sir, tho’ we are very good 
now, we fhall be fo when we come to be better acquainted. _ 
Die. I can an{wer for my felf at leaft. | 
Cor. I with you cou’danfwer for me too. You fee I'ma plain 
Dealer, Sir, [hope you don’t like me the worfe for it. 
Dic. O, by no means, ’tis a fign of admirable Morals; and, 
t hope, fince vou practice it your felf, you ‘ll approve of it in 
your Lover. .-In one word, therefore (for ’tis in vain to mince. 
the matter) my Refolution’s fixt, and the World can’t ftagger. 
me, I marry —- or Fdie. — 
Cor. Indeed, Sir, I have much a-do to believe you, the Dif 
eafe of Love ts feldom fo violent. 
Dic. Madam, I have two Difeafes to end my Miferies, if the 
firft don’t do’t, ‘the latter thall; [Drawing bis Sword. } one’s 
in ny Heart, the ‘tcher's in my "Scabbard. 
Cor. Not for a Diadem, [Catching hold of bir.) Ah, bist it: 
up, put it up. 
, Dic. How abfolute is your Command! [Dropping bis Sword. 
A word, you fee, difarms mie. 
Cor. What a Power I have over him, [4fde.] The won- 
crous Deeds of Love! -—— Pray, Sir, let me have no more of 
thefe rafh doings tho’; perhaps I mayn’t be always in the fa- 
~ ving Humour. — Pm fure if Thad let him ftick himfelf, Efhou'd- 
_ have been envy’d by all the great Ladies tn the Town. [Ajide. 
Dic. Well, Madam, have I then your Promife? You'll ake 
the the happiett of Mankind. 

Cor. I don’t kno-w what to fay to you: But I believe Thad 

as a promute, for I find I thall — do't, ‘ 
Me: 
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--Du. Then let'us feal the Contra thus. - [ Kiffes ber. 
‘Cor, Um —— He has almoit taken away my Breath: 
“He kiffes purely.. [ Aide. 
‘Dic. Hark! eachody comes. [Brats peeping in. 
_ Br. Gar there, the Enemy ——no, hoid, y’arc tafe’tis Flippanta. ° 
Enter Flippanta. 

7 Flip. Come, have fe agreed the Matter > If not, you.muft 
end it another time, for your Father's in Motion, fo pray kifs — 
and part.: 

Cor. That s fweet and fowre. [They hips] Adicut’ye, Sir, 
a - Enter Clartila. { Ex. Dick and Cor. 
* Clar. Have you told him I'm at home, aaenne: g@ 

.. Flip., Yes, Madam, . ae 
Clar. And that I'll fee him > | 
Flip, Yes, that too: But here's News for you ; I have «jut 





 nowreceiv’d the Reftitution. 


~Clar, That's kuling aes and how much has he. re- 
‘ftor'd me? . a | | 

Flip. Two hundred and thirty... | » ee 

ly. Wretched Rogue: > but retreat,. your Mafter’s coming 
to quarrel. | 

. Flip, Yul be within Call, if things run high. (Exit Flip. 

| | Enter Gripe. | 

"Gr. Oho --—— are you there 1faith ?. Madam your huinble 
Ser. ant, I’m very glad to fee you at home, J thought 1 fhou'd | 
never have had that Honour again, 

Clar. Good morrow, my Dear, how d’ye do? Flippanta fays 
you are out of Humour, and that you have a mind to quarrel 
with me: Is jt true, ha? ---—Ihave'a terrible Pain in my 
Head, I give you notice on’t before hand. 

Gr. And how the Pox fhou'd it be otherwife > It’s 4 won- 
der you are not dead, (as-a’ wou'd you were, [ Afide.) - 
with the Life you lead, Are you, not alham’d : > and do oo 
~ not bluth to 

Clar. My dear Child you crack my Brain; foften the baci. 
nefs of your Voice: Say what thou wou't, but let it bes mano 
agreeable Tone.—— | 

Gr. Tone, Madam ? don’t tell me of a Tone.— 

Clar. O — if you will quarrel, do it with Temperance 5 
let it be all in cool Blood 5 a and {:nooth, as if you were 

. not 





50: The Confederacy. 


not mov'd with what you faid's and. then ri hearyou, as: if 


I were not mov'’d with it ne ther. i 
~ Gr, Had ever. Man fuch need.of, Patience? : seas Ma 
dam, Imutt tell you, Madam 7 
Clair, Another Key,. or I walk. off. 
‘Gr, Don’t provoke me.. 





Clar. Shall you be long, my Dear, in your Remonftrainces ? 


‘Gr. Yes, Madam and very long. 


Clar, It you woud. quarrel in abregee, 1. fhou'd: have a 


— World of Obligation to you. 


G-, What I have to fay,, -forfooth,. is not-to be exprefsd in, 


abrecee; my Complaints are too numerous, 
— Clar. Complaints! of what, my. Dear? Have I ever given 
you age of Complaint, my ‘Life? 


| ee 


Cox Views Sud Haden Cdads, wid vay Gael 


ons of Affection and Refped? ‘The W orld will guefs by this, 


what the reft of your Complaints‘ :‘may be. I muft tell you, 

Pri fcandaliz’d at your Procedure. — : 

_ Gr. Imntt tell you, Iam running. mad with yours, 
~Clar, Ah, how infupportable are the Humours of fome 

Fluibands, fo full of Fancies, and. fo ungov erable... What 

have you in the World to difturb you? 

is Gr, What have I to difturb me? J have you, Death and the 
evil, 


Clair, Ay, merciful Heaven, how: he Swears ! ¥éu fhou'd 


- never accultom, your felf to {ach Words as thefe 5, indeed. mY, | 


Dear you fhou’d not:, Your Mouth’s always full of ’ em. 

Gr. Blood aud Thunder !- Madam--— 

Clar. Ah, hell fetch the Hoafe down : Do you ee you 
‘make me trenible for you? Flippanta! who's there? er 
Gr. Here’s a provoking Devil for youl =~ 

Enter-Flippanta, 
Flip. What, in the Name of ‘Fove's. the matter ? you eile 
the Neighbourhood. | | 
Clar, Why, here’s your Matter i in a moft violet F ufs, mid 

wo mortal Soul can telkfor what, 

6 Not tell for what! | 

Clar. No, my Life, Thave beg 1 hin é b tel me his st 
fa 


\ 


Pox, my Dear and my Life 5 I defire none of your 


- ee a 


b 
&. 


= 
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Pe then he {wears, good ford! how he.does fwear. 
Gr. Ah, you wicked Jade! ah, you wicked Fade ! : 
Clar. Do you hear him, lippanta ? do-you hear him? 

Flip. Prav, Sir, let’s know a little what purs.your in this 
Fury : ? 

Clar. Prithee land near rime, Flippanta, there's an odd iF: on 
-about -his “Mouth, looks as if Ins er Head were ZoIng 


~ avrong, Tim Afraid: he'll bite. 


Gr. ‘The wicked Woman, Flippanta, th CW icked Woman, 
Clare Can any body. w onder I fhun’ my own Houfe, ‘wheu 
he treats me at this rate in it ? = : 
Gr, At-thus rate? why in the Devil's Name 
Char, Do vou hear him again? - .3 
|. Hip. Come, a. He “Moderation; Sir, and try whit that 
ewill- produce. - | Pree _ 
Gr. Hang her, ‘ts sai a pretence to’ — her going abroad, 
Clar. A ceca a pretence J Do you hear how black a 





~Chargé:be doadsime with ? Charges nie with «a. pretence ?” Is 


this the return for all my down-right open Actions >? ae 
sknow, my Dear; J fcorn Pretences : ‘Whene’er I go abroad, i 
“-is-without pretelce. , 7 7 

“Gr. Give me Patience - ss 

Flip, You have a great deal, Sir, 

Clar, And yet he’s never content Flippanta. 


Gr, What thall I do? | 
Clar. What a reafonable Man w “oud dos own your felf m 


~ 


the wrong, and be quiet; Here's Hippante has Underftanding, 


and I have Moderation s . Tm willing to make her Judge of 
our Differences. : 

Flip. You do me a great deal a Honour, Madam: But Ttell | 
you before-hand, I fhall be a little on Mafter’s fide, "> 

Gr, Right; Flippanta has fenfe. Come, Ict-her decide. Have . 
. Pnot reafon to be in a Paflion? tell me that. 

Clar. -You muft tell her for what, my “Life. 

Gr. ‘Why, for the Trade you drive, my Soul. | | 

. Flip. Look you, Sir, pray take things right. Iknow, Ma- 


: .dain does: fret: youa litle now and. then, that’s true; but in 


the Fund the is the fofteft, fiweeteft, sentle {t Lady breathing : 
Let her but live entirely to her own Fancy, an the'll never 


fay a ne to youtrom Morning to Nigh. 
: : H 2 se Gr. 
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~ Gr. Oons, let -” but ftay at home, and the fliall do what. 
fhe will. In reafon that is. 


Flip. D'ye hear that, Madam? Nay, now I muft be on 


~Mafter’s fide 5 vou fee how he loves you, "he defires on! your 


Company : Pray give him that fatisfattion, or mutt Pronounce 


dgainit you. 

Clar. "Well, IT agree. Thou know'ft I don’t love to si 
him: Let him be always in good Humour, and sh be always 
at home. 


Flip, Look you there, Sir, what wou'd you have more ? 
Gr. Well, let her keep her Word, and ti have done quar- 
relling. 


Clar. I nuaft not, howev er, fo far lofe the Merit sf my Con- 


~ fent, as to let you think I'm weary of going abroad, my Dear; — | 


what Ido is purely to oblige yous which, that I may | be able 
to perform, without a Relapte, ril invent what ways I can to 
_ make my Prifon fupportable to mie. 

Flip, Her Prifon! pee Bird! her Prifon! don’t that word 
“melt you, Sir? 

Gr. I mutt confefs I did not expect to find her fo reafonable. 

Flip. O, Sir, foon or late Wives come into good Humour : 
Hatbands muft only have a little Patience-to wait for it. 

Clar. The innocent little Diverfions, Dear, that f fhall con- 
tent — felf with, will be chiefly Play and Company. 

. O, PU find you Employment, your Time fhan't die up- 
on al hands 5 tho’ if you havea mind now for fuch: a Com- 
panion as a- let ime fee—~ Araminta, for Example, why 
[ fhan’t be agamit her being with you. from. "Morning till Nught. 
— Clar, You can’t oblige me more, ‘tis the beit WV oman in mine 
World. | 

Gr. vwcties = =e oe * 

Flip. Ah, the old Satyr. -. . Ce ee te ‘Af ile. 

Gr. Then we'll have, betides her, may i fometimes —— 
her Hufbind s and we fhall fee my ‘Niece that writes Verfes, 
and my Sifter Fidgit > With her Hutband’s Brother that’s al- 
ways merry 3 and his littl Cozen, that’s to marry ‘the. fat Cu- 
rate; and my Uncle the Apothecary, with his Wife and all 
his Children. Owe fhall divert our felves rarely. / 


DP, Good. . | Afide. 





Clgr. O, for that, my dear Child, I mut be » plain with vou, 


™~ 


The iia 53 


Fil {ee ‘none of "em but Araminta, who has the Manners of the 
Court; for ll converfe with none but Women of Quality. 

Gr. “AY, ay, they fhail all have one Quality or:other. 

‘Clar. ‘Lhen,- my Dear, to make our home pleafant, well 
“have Conforts ‘of Mufick fometnics. | 

Gr. Mufick in my Houte ? 

Clar. Yes, my Child, we muft have Matick, or the Houle - 
will be fo dul { thal! get the Spleen, and be going abroad again, 

Flip. Ney, the has fo much Complaifance for you, Sir, you 
can’t difpute fuch things with her, - - 

Gr. Ay, but if I have Mufick —-— : 

Clar. Ay, but, Sir, I muft have Mufick. ——- _ 

Flip, Not every Day, Madani don’t mean. 

Clar. No, blefs me, no; but three Conforts a Week ; three _ 
~ Days more we'll Play after Dinner, at Ombre, Pisquet, ‘Balfct, | 
and fo forth, and clofe the Evening with a handiome Supper 

.anda Ball. _ 

Gr. A Ball? 

Clar. Then my Love you know there is but one day more 


- upon our hands, and that fhall be the day of Converfation, 


well-read Verles, talk of Books, invent Modes, tell Lies, fcan- 
dalize our Friends, be pert upon Religion ; and in fhort, employ 7 
:every moment of it, in fame pretty witty Exercife or other. 
- £lip. What order you fee ‘tis fhe propofe sto live in, A* 
moft wonderful ya tee et 
Gr; Regularity with a pox? [ afide, : 3 
Clar, And as this kind of Life, fo totr, fo fmooth, fo agreea- 
ble, mutt needs invite a vaft deal of Company to partake of it, 
7 ‘twill be neceffary to have the decency of a Porter at our Door, 
you know. 
Gr. A Porter — a Scrivener have a Porter, Madam : > 
Clar. Pofitively, a Porter. , 
Gr. Why, no Scrivener fince Adam ¢ ever had aPorter, Woman! — 
Clar. You will therefore be renown'd in Story, for having 
the tirft, my Life. 
Gr. Flippanta. 
_. Flip. Hang it, Sir, never difpute a Trifle, if you vex ie 
perhaps fhe’ll infift upon a Swifs. Lae. to Gripe. 
Gr. But, Madam,— | 
Clar. But, Sir, a ’Porter, poftively a Porter 5 ithout that 
. Treaty null ; ar d ” abroad this Moment. Flip. 
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bhp, Come, Str, never lafe. fo advantagious | a Peace: for a 
pititul Porter. 

Gr. Why, Tthall be — at, the Boys will throw Stones 
at my Porter. . Betides, where fhall: I have Money forall this | 
Pixpence ? | ae : | 

Clar. My Dear, vio asks you for a Don't be ita fright, 

Chicken. | 
- Gr, Don't be inva foaht, Muidam.- Bat: wink I fay > — — 
Hip, Madam privs, Sir, think on that s Women: that. play 
have inexhanlible Mites, and Wives wlio. receive leaft Mone 
from their Hufhands, are many times thofe:who {pend dicen 

Chr, So, my Derr, let what. Flippanta {ays content. you. 
Go, my Lite, trouble your faf with. nothing, -but Jet me do 
iuft as I pleate, and all will be well. Fm. going’ into. my 
Clofet, to confider of fonie more .things to enable me to give 

you the pleafure of any Company ar home, without making it 

r00 great a Mifery to a yielding Wife. | Exie Clarida, 

Flip, Mirror of Goodnefs ! Pattern to all Wives! welk fure, 
‘Sir, vou are the happieft of all Hufvands. 

Gr. Yes ——and a miferable Dog for all that ‘too, perhaps. 

_ Flip, Why, what can you ’ask more, ‘than this. matchlefs 
. Complai ifance ? 

Gr, T don't know what I can: ask, and yet I'm not fatisfy'd 
-with what I have neither, t! he Devil mixes in it all, I think, | 
Complaifant or Perverfe, it fects juft as’t did. 

Flip. Why, then your Uneatinefs is only a Difeafe, Sir, 
ibs ad a little Bleeding and Purging wou'd ‘relieve you. 

Clar. Flippantal ~ [Clariffa calls within, 

Flip, Madam calls. 1 come, Madam, -Come, be Merr Ys 
be Merty, Sir, you have caule, take my Word for't. 

Poor Dev il. [ Ajide, [Exit Flip. 

Gr. T dont know that, I den’t toa w that: Bur this I do 
know, that an honett Man, who has. marry’d a Jade, whether 
fhe’s pleas'¢ d to frend her Time. at Home or Abroad, had better 

bave liv’ d a Batchelor. - 


| Enter Beate . | 
Br. O, Sti, lim mighty glad ['ve found : yOu. 
Gr W ‘hy, what's the matter, prithee ? - 
- Br, Can no body hear us? - , 
Gr. No, no, ies ary , a aS 
: _ Br. 
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Be, You han't: feen Araminta, fince the lat Letter. I car- 
'yy’d her from you? - ; 

Gr. Not I, I go prudently’; 31 don't. prefs things like your 
young Firebrand Lovers, | 

Br. But ferioufly, Sir, are you very much in love with her: ie 

Gr. As mortal Man has been. : | 

Be, Pr torry for’t. 

. Gr. Why fo, dear Brafs 2. 

- Br. If you were. hever to fee hers more now ? fuppofe. fuch | 
a thing, d’you think ‘twou'd break your Heart ? : 

“Gr. Oh! . ' 

Br. Nay, now I. fee. you" love her ; 7 ware you did not. 

+ Gro My dear Friend. __ ee 

Br. I'n in your Intereft deep 5 you fee. it, : 

Gr. Ido: but fpeak, what miferable Story haft thou for me? 

_ Br. Uhad rather the Devil had, phu —— flewn away with 
you quick, than to fee. you. fo much in Faia as I on 
are, fince | | 

Gr. Since what ? — ms 

Br, Araminta, ae 

| Gr, Dead?. - . 

“Br. No - 2 - 
Gr. How then >. : 





Br. Worfe. | 
Gr. Out witht 
Br. Broke. _ = > 
Gr, Broke ?- - 
- Br She is, poor nie. 3 in the mott situs Guiation 
of Affairs, But Ihave faid too much. 
Gr. No, no, ’tis' very fad, but let’s Bear i It. 
Br, Sir, She chare’d me, on my Life, never to mention it. 
. ta you, of all Men living. _ . 
Gr; Why, who fhoud tt thou tell it to, but to the beft of 
her bi wrgh bree eae 
Br. ’ why there's, it now, it’s going jut as I fancy’d. 
Now wil I be hane’d if you are not enough in Love to be 
_ engaging in this Matter. But I muft tell you, Sir, That as 
much concern as I have, for that moft excellent, beautiful, a- 
greeable, diftrefs'd, unfortunate Lady,. ’'m too. much your 
Friend and Servant, ever to let 1 be laid, ° twas the means of 
ae 
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your being ruin 'd for a Woman -— by letting: you know, fhe 
cfteem’d you ‘more than any other Man upon Earth, : 

‘Gr, Ruin’d! what doft thou mean ? 

Br, Mean ? why I mean that Women. aiways ruine thofe | 
ihat Tove ‘em, that’s the Rule ? a 

Gr. The Rule? - , 

Br. Yes, the Rule ; why, wou'd you have’ em ruine thote 
that don’t > how fhall = bring that about 2 | - | 
: = But is there a necetlity thea, they thou'd rune fome- 
JO. y> | ( 

Br. Yes, marty 1S there s how wou'd you have ‘em fup- 
pore their Expence elfc ? Why, Sir, you can't conceive now--- 
you can’t conceive what Arzminta’s. Privy-Purfe rejuires, 
Only her Privy-Purfe, Sir!) Why; what do you imagine now 
fhe gave me for the laft Letter [ carry’d her from you ? ‘Tis 

- true, ‘twas from a Man fhe lik’d, elfe, perhaps, I had had oa 
Bones broke, But what do you think the. ae ioe, ? 

Gr, Why, mayhap -—a Shilling. 

Br, A Guinea’ Sir, a Guinea. You fee by that, = fond 
fhe was on’t, by the by. But then, Sir, her Coach-hire, her 
Chair-hire, her Pin-Money, her Play-Money, her China, and 
her Charity woud confume Peers: A great ‘ oo avery 
sreat Soul; but what’s the end of all this? >: 

Gr. Ha? | : 
_ Br. Why, Pll tell you what the end 1s ~-— a Mew, 

Gr. A Nunnery! | 

Br. A Nunnery In fhort, the is at laft reduc’d to that 
Extremity, and attack’d with fuch a Battalion of Duns, that 
rather than tell her Hufband, (who you know is fuch a Dog, 
he'd let her go if fhe did) the has e’én determin’d to turn Pa- » 
pit, and bid the World adieu for Life, > 

Gr. O terrible / a Papift 2. 

Br. ‘Yes, when a handfome Woman Sad brought her felf 
Into Dificulties, the Devil can’t he!p her out of, —— 
‘Toa Nunnery, that’s another Rule, Sin , 

Gr. Put, but, but, prithee Bra/s, “bnt esse 

Br, Dut all the buts in the World, Sir, won't {top her 5. fhe's 
a Woman of a noble Refolution. So, Sir , your humble Ser- 

vant , [pity her, I pity you, Turtle and Mate : ; but the Fates 
Wy a have it fo, all’s ~ up, and I am ow Zang, to rin 
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her a Coach ; for fhe refolves to flip off without faying a. 
word and the next Vilit the receives from her Friends, will. 
be through a melancholy Grate, with a Veil inftead of a | 
Top-knot. Co a _ { Going. 
Gr. It muft not be, by the Powers it muft not; fhe was 
made for the World, and the World was made for her. 
Br. ‘And yet you fee, Sir, how finall a fhare fhe has on’t. 
.Gr, Poor Woman | Is there no way to fave her? 
_ Br. Save her / no, how can fhe be fav’d? why the owes 
- above five hundred Pound. . | a 
-. Gr Ohf a a - : 
Br. Five hundred Pound, Sir, fhe’s like to be fav'd indeed. 
Not but that [know them in this Town wou'd give me 
one of the five, 1f I woud perfwade her to accept of t’other 
.. fours: But fhe has forbid me mentioning it to any Soul living; 
_ and I have difobey’d her only to you; and fo — Ill go and 
call a Coach, | i _ | : 
Gr. Hold --—— doft think, my.poor Brafs, oné might not 
Order it fo, as to compound thofe Debts for for —— 
twelve Pence in thé Pound ? Pee 
. Br. Sir, d’ye hear ? —— I have already try’d’em with ten 
-: Shillings, and not a Rogue will prick up his Ear at it. Tho’, 
after all, for three hundred Pounds all im glittering Gold, I 
cou'd fet their Chaps a watering. But where’s that. to be had 
. .with Honour ? there’s the thing, Sir, —— Ill gaandcall a 
Coach. 3 | | 
_ Gr. Hold, once more: I have a Note in my Clofct_of two 
hundred, ay ——~and fifty, TI go and give it her my felf. 
_ « Br, You will, very gentcel truly. Go, flap dath, and offer 
'©@ Warhan of her Scruples Money ! bole .in her Face; ‘why, 
you might as well offer her a Scorpion, and fhe'd as fuon. 
touch it. er ee ee ok ee oe 
Gr, Shall I carry mt to her Creditors then, ‘and treat with 
* them 2. i Se ae” ee dea a 
Bz. Ay, that’s a rare thought. ) - igre. ee 
Ga. Is: not it; Braet ee ee BS 2 hee’ SN 
» Br. Only one little Inconvenierice by the way. | 
36Gri As how 2o6e0 0820 | ee a 
7 Or. Ehar they. are-your Wife's Creditors as well as hers 
and perhaps it might not be altogether fo-well, to fee you 
_/. . cl.ar- 








~~ 
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: aad the Debts of your rane am; and Meaving 
thofe of your own unpaid. 

Gr, Why that’s true now. 

Br. I'm wife you'fee, Sir. 

Gr. Thou art; and I'm but a young nes : But what 
_fhall we do then? 

Br. Why, Vm thinking, that if you give me the Note, do 
you fee? and that I] promifetto give you an account of it. 

Gr. Ay, but look you, Brafs,. 

Br. But took you ! -—— whv, what d’ye think I'ma Pick- - 
pocket ? D’ye think I intend to run away with Your Note? | 
your paltry Note. — . 

Gr. I don't fay fo -—I fay only that in cafe : 

Br. Cafe, Sir! there’s no Cafe but the Cafe I have put you; 
. and fince you heap Cafes upon Cafes, where there is but three 
_ hundred rafcally Pounds in the Cafe PIF go and cali a 
Coach. : 

Gr. Prithee don’t be fo tefty ; come, no more words, fol- 
low me to my: Clofet, and I'll give thee the Money. 

Br. A terrible effort you make indeed 5. you are fo muchiin 
Love, your Wits are all upon the Wing, juft a going; and 
for three hundred Pounds you put a ftop to their fight: Sir, 
© your Wits are worth that, or your Wits are worth “nothing. 
_ Come away. 

Gr. Well, fay no more, hos fhaltbe fatisfyd. = [ Exeunt. 
Enter Dick. | : 
Die. 5" — Brafs! St —_——— 


Re-enter Brals. 

Br. Well, Sir ? 

Dic, *Tis not well, Sir, ‘tis very ull, Sir, we fhall * al 
blown up. | 

Br. What: > with Pride ~ Plenty ? 

Die. No, Sir, with an officious Slut that will foil all. da 
fhort, Fippanta has been telling her Miftris and Araminta, of my 
Paffion i the young Gentlewoman, and truly to oblige me 
- Cfeppos'd no ill Match by the by ) they are refolv'd to profofe 
i immediately to her Father. = - 

Br. ‘What's the Devil, we fhall come to P apers and Parch- 


ments, Joyntures and Settlements, Relations meet on both 
fides ; ‘that’s the Devil. 











> Dic. 


MITE OT CGET AC, UY 


Dic: L intended this very day, to propofe to Flippanta, the 
carrying her off: And I'm fure the young Houtw ife wou'd 
~— fgg: her Coats and have march’d. | 

AY, with the Body and the Soul of her. 
| Die Why then what damn’d luck is this ? 

Br. ‘Tis your damn’d Luck, not ming; [have always feen 
it in your ugly Phiz, in, fpight of your powder'd Periwig — 
Pox take ye — he’ il be hang’d at lait : al 5 don't you try 
to get her off yet? 7 

Dic. I have no Money you Dog, you know you have ftript 
me of every Peny. : 

Br. Come, damn it, Fl venture one Cargo more upon your | 
rotten bottom: But if ever J fee one glance of your — 
_ Fortune agen, I’m off. of your Partnerdhip for ever —— I thall 
never thrive with him. 


Dic. An impudent Rogue, but he’s 1x poffeffion of my Eftate 


‘fo I muft bear with him. - EL Afide. 
Br. Well, come, I'll raife a hundred Pounds for your ufe, 
upon my Wife's Jewels here, [ Pubiing out the Necklace. 
her Necklace fhall pawn for’t. 
Dic. Remember tho’ that if things fail, Im to have the 
Necklace again, you know you agreed to that. 
_ Br. Yes, and if I make it good, you'll be the better fort, if 
not, I thall fo you fee where the Caufe will pinch. | 
Dic. Why,” you barbarous Dog, you won't offer to -—— 
Br. No words now ; about your bufinefs march. Go ftay 
for me at the next Tavern: I u go to een andtry what 
_L can do for you: - 
Dic. Well I'll go, but don’ t think to —~ O Pox, Sir, — 


- (Exit Dick, 
; -.. Brafs fou | 
> wil ou ‘ gone ? a pretty Title you'd have to fue 
Res a iy It I fhou’'d have a mind to ftand upon the 
Defenfive, as an I may, I have done the Rafcal Service 
enough to lull my Confcience upon't I'm fure: But ‘tis time 
enough for that. Let me fee Firft Pll go to Fippanca, 

and put a {top to this Family way of Matchmaking, then fell 
our Necklace for what ready Money ‘twill produce; and by | 
this time to Morrow J hope we fhall be in Pofeflion of —— 
| ci Jewel here; a precious Jewel, as the's fet in Gold: 

| [2 ihe? 
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I believe for the Stone it {elf we ma art with't ain t 
_ Friend —— fora Tefter. : ‘ . *8 ‘lest 


be End of the Fourth AB. ans 





. The Figh J Aa. 
; = “SCENE: Gripe’s Hou 


, Enter Braf and F lippanta 


be YATE you agree I'm in the right, en you? | 
N. Flip. I don’t know, if your Matter has the Eftate - 
he talks of, why not do't all ‘above-board > Well, ‘tho’ [am 
not much of his. Mind,.Pm much in his Intereft: and will: 
therefore endeavour to ferve him in his own way. : 
_ Br. That’s kindly faid,*my Child, and I believe T thall re- 
ward thee ong of thefe Days, with as pretty a Fellow to thy: | 
Hufband for’t, as 

Elip.. Hold prating, Jackadandy, and leave: me to. my 


bufinefs. 
-adieu. ae es ber. | Ui Brats. | 





Br. Lobey — 
ed ee; 





re "Enter Csclies i Boe . 
Cor. Ah, a I'm ready to fink: down, ‘my y Lag a 
tremble under me, my dear Flippy, 7 | 
Flip, And what's the Affair ? 
Cor, My Father's there within, with my Mother ang fran. 
minta , 1 never faw him in fo good Ffumour in my Life. 
Fi: :D, And. is.that it that frightens youfor? ot : 
_ Cor, Ah, Flippanta,, _ are jult gomg to" Speak - -£0- im; , 
about my marrying the Colonel. — 
Flip. Are they fo? fo much the worfe ; ; they're too hafty. 
Cor, Ono, not a Bit, I flipt out on purpofe, you mutt know, : 
- tO give em an opportunity, wou'd ‘twere done already. ~. 
_Fhp. Utell you no; get you in again iminediately, and pre-- 
vent it. ) 
Core 


| The Confederacy. br 


Cor. so Dear, Dear, I am not able 5-1 never was im fuch. 
a way be | 
Ehp. Never in a way to.be marry'd before, ha ? is not 


that it; > 


Cor. Ah, Lord, if I'm thus before I come to't, Flippante, 
what fhall I be upon the very {pot? Do but feel with what 


athumpaty thump it goes = [Putting ber Hand to her Heart. 


Flip. Nay, 1t does makea hithy buitle, thar’s the truth on’t, 
Child. ; But E believe Lthall make it leap another way, when 
I tell you, ‘Tm cruelly afraid: your Vather. won't. confent,, 
after all. 

Cor, Why, he won't be the Death-o’me, will he >?- 

: Flip, I don’t kriow, old Folks are cruel; but we'll have a 
Trick for; him, Brafs and I have been confulting upon the. 
Matter, and agreed upon a furer way of a it. in {pight 
of his Teeth. | 

Cor. Ay, marry Sir, that were fomething.. 

Flip, But then he raut not know a word of any thing tc- 


wards It. 


Cor. No, .no; 3 
Fiip. So, get you in feeiaalt 
Cor. One, two, three and away. - ERumning fi 
Flip. ‘And prevent your Mother’s {peaking on’. 
Cor, But is tother way fure, Flippanta ? 
| Elip, Fear nothing, ‘twill only epend upon you. 
Cor. Nay then — sei ho, ho, show pure that 1s. 
7 | £xis Corinna, 
| FL — fas 
Poor Child. I we may do what we will with her, as far as. 
maatrying her goes :.. when that’s over ‘tis poflible the mayn’t- 
prove altogether. fo. tra@able. But who’s here my Sharper, - 


think : ‘Yes. 
Ewer Money trap. 


Mon. Well, my beft Friend, how go Matters? has the Re-- 
ftitution been receivd, ha? Was fhe pleas'd with it ¢ 

Flip. Yes, truly, that is, fhe was pleas’d to fee there was fo » 
honeft a Man in this immoral Age. : 

Mon. Well, but a does fhe know that ‘twas I rhat —_ 

Elip. Why, you muit know | begun to give her a little fort 


_ ofa 
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of a hint, and ——— and fo why, and fe the Begum to 
_ put ona fort of a rae haughty, referv'd, angry, forgiving, 
Air, but foft. Here fhe comes: You'll. fee how you tend 
‘with her prefently: But don’t be afraid, iio ol 
_ Mon. He hem. 








Enter Clariffa. | 
‘Tis no fmall piece of good Fortune, Madam, to find you at 
home: I have often endeavour'd it in vain. 

Clar. Twas then unknown to me, for if I cou'd often receive. 
the Vifits of fo good a Friend at home, I thou'd be more € reaio- 
nably blanvd for being fo much abroad. 

Mon, Madan, you make me 

Clar. You are the Man of the World whofe ee I 
think is moft to be defir’d. I don’ t complement you when I 

tell you fo, I affure you. | 
"Mon. Alas, Madam, your poor humble Servant. —— 

Clar. My poor hasible Servant however (with all the e- 
fteem Ihave fof him) ftands fufpected with me for a vile 
Trick, [ doubt he has play’d me, which if I could prove upon 
hin, I'm afraid I fhoud punith him very feverely. 

“. Mon. Thope, Madam, you'll believe Iam not capable of — . 
Clar. Look you, look you, you are capable of ne er: 
you pleafe, you have a great deal of Wit, and know how to 
give a nice and gallant turn to every thing ; 5 but if you will 
‘have me continue your Friend, you muft leave me in fome 
uncertainty in this Matter. - , 

Mon, Madam, I do then proteftto you —— 

Clar. Game, proteft nothing about it, I am but too pene- 
‘wating, as you may perceives; but we fometimes fhut our 
.Fyes, rather than break with our Friends; for a thorough 
Knowledge of the truth of this bufineis, wou'd make me debi 
ferioufly angry. 

Mon. "Tis very certain, Madam, that-——_— | 

Clar. Come, fay no more on't I befeech you, for mina 
sood deal of heat while I but think on't, if you'll walk in, 
TH follow you prefently, | 

_ Mon. Your Goodnefs, Madam, is —— | 

Flip, War Horfe, | LApide ro Money trap. 
No tine Speeches, you'll {poil all. 

Men. Thou art a mott ancomparapic Perfon. 





\ 


Elip. | 


"whic 
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Flip. Nay, it goes rarely, but get you in, and I'll fay a 


little fomething to my Lady for you, while (he’s warm. 


Mon, But S't, blippenta, how long doft iain fhe may 


hold out ? 


Flip. Phu, not a T welvemonth. 
Mon. Boo. | 
Fhp. Away, I fay. | FPuhing him out. - 
Clar. Is‘he gone ? What a W eid it 18? he never was 


“ quite {uch a Beaft before. | | 


Flip. Poor Mortal, his Money’ s finely laid out wale, 
Clar. I fuppofe there may have been much fuch another 
Scene within between Araminta and my Dear: But I left 


~ him fo infupportably brisk, ‘tis impoflible he can have parted © 
with any Money : I'm afraid Brafe has not fucceeded as thou 
. haft done, Flippanta ? 


Flip. By my Faith but he has, and better too ; he prefents 


his humble Duty to Araminta, and has fent her —— this. 


{ Shewi wing the Note. 
Clar. A Bill from my ‘Love for two hundred and fifty . 
Pounds,“ The Monfter! he woud not part with ten to fave — 


his lawful Wife from everlafting Torment. 


Flip. Never complain of his Avarice, Madam, as long as 
you have his Money. 
Clar, But is not he-a Beatt, Flippanta? — the Re- 


‘ftisution Jook’d berter by half.” 


ha Madam, the Man’ eos enough, that’s certain; but . 

way W ill you go to 

muft not appear with hisNote. 
Clar. That's true; why fend for Mrs. Amlef; that’s a 


mighty ufeful Woman, that Mrs. miler. 


Flip. Marry is fhe; we thou'd have been bafely puzled how 
to dilpofe of the Necklace without her, “twou'd have been 
dangerous offering it to Sale. | 

Clar. It wou'd fo, for [know your Mafter has been laying 
out for’t amongtt the Goldfmiths. But I ftay y here too long, 
Imuft in and Coquet it a little more to my Lovet, Araminta 
will get Grourtd on me elfe. 2 [ Bxit Clariffa. 

Flip. And I'll go lend for. Mrs. Amie, Exit Flippanta. 


~ SCENE 


ceive his beaitly Money ; tor I | 
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SCE N E Opens. 
Aramiata, Corinna, Gripe, and Moneytrap at q Tea- 
Table, very gay and laughing. ae 
- Clavilla: comes into em. be 3 
Ome Ha! ha/ ha! ha! 
Mon. Mighty well, O mighty well indeed. | | 
Clar, Save you, {ave you good Folks, you are all i in rare 
ao methinks. 

Why, what fhou’d we be otherwife for, Madam 3 >. 
ia Nay, I don't know, not I, my Dear, but I han’t had 
the happinefs of feeing you. fo {ince our ain: asia was 
_ over, I rhink. 

Gr. Why, to tell you the truth, my Dear, ‘tis the Joy of 
fecing you at home, [ Ai/fes ber. ] Vou {ee what Charms you 
_ have, when you are pleas'd to make ufe of ‘em. 
Mei Very gallant truly. - | 
_  Clar, Nay, ad what's more, you al ae he’s never 
. to be otherwife henceforwards ; 5 we have come to an eee 
. ment about tt. : 
Aon. Why here's m ry Love and I have been upon shal fuch 
another Treaty too. 
Aram, Well, fure there’s fome very peaceful star Rules at 
| prefent. ” Pray Heaven continue irs Reign. 
Mon, Pray do you continue its Reign, you Ladies ;. for ‘tis 
all in your Power . — [Learing at Clariffa. 
_- Gr My Neighbour Moneytrap. fays true, at leaft Pl con- 
fels frankly { Ogling Araminta.] ‘tis in one Lady's pones 
. to maké-me the beit humour'd Man on Earth. 
Mon, And Vil anfwer for another, that has the fame Over 
: me.  (Oghng. Clariila. 
o os Tis mighty. fine, Gentlemen, mighty crvit Hufbands 
indeed. 
. Gr. Nays what Ifay’s true, and a true, “that all Quarrels 
being now at an end, lamw illing, if you pleafe, to difpence _ 
_ with all that fine Cempany,we talk’d of to day, be gontent 
with the friend ly Conv erfation of our two good Neighbours 
_ here, andfpendall my toying Hoursalone witli my {weet Wife. 
Mon, " hy, truly, [think now, if thefe good Women 
-pleas'd, we might make up the prettieft little eee oe 
Oni- 


\ - 
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Company, between our two Families, and fet a defiance to. 
all the impertinent People in the World. - 
Cler. ‘The Rafcals. _ [Af de | 
Aram, Indeed, I doubt y ou'd foon grow weary if we gre w fond. 
_ Gr, Never, never, for our Wives have Wit, Neighbour, 
and that never palls. 
. - lar, And our Hufbands have. Generofiy, Avani a, and 
that feldom palls. . 
Gr. $a, that’s a wipe for me now, ‘becaufe I did not give 
her a New-Years-Gift laft time 5 but be good and etl think 
_of fome Tea-Cups for you, next Year. 
—” “Mom. And perhaps I mayn’t forget 4 Fan, or as good a 
ching -hum, Huffy? — - 
—— Clar. Well, upon thefe Encouragements, Araminta, we ‘IE 
- ary how good we can be. 
~ Gr. Well, this goes moft rarely: Poor Muneytrap, he lit- 
ve thinks what makes his Wife fo eafie in his Company Afide. 
“Mon. I can but pity poor Neighbour Gripe, lard, Lard, 
what a Fool does his Wife and I make of him ? ‘LAf de 
: _ Clar, Are not thefe two wretched Rogues, Araminta ? | 
- { Aftde to Araminta. 
Aram, ‘They are indeed. [ Afr le to Claritla. 
Enter Jefiamin.  - 
Feff Sir, ‘Here's Mr. Clip che Goldfmith defires to ipeak 
with you. : 
Gr. Cods fo, perhaps fome News of your Necklace, my Dear. 
- Clar. That wou'd be News indeed. 
| Gr. Let him come in. 


Enter Mir, Clip. 


_ Gr Mr. Clip your Servant, Pmelad to fee you: How{doyou do? 
_ Clipe At your Service, Sir, very sie Your Servant, 
Madam Gripe. | | 
Claré Horrid Fellow! - | CA ide, | 
Gr. Well, Mr. Clip, no News yet of my Wife's Necklace ? 
=~ Clip. TE you pleafe to let me {peak with you in the Next 
hier, Thave fomething to fay to you. 
Gr. AY, with all my Heart, Shut the Door — US. | 
{ They come forward, and the sad fouts behind them, 
Well, ~ News? | | 
: ee a Clip, 
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Eig: roak y you, Sir, bere’s; a Necklane brought me tte, 
at teait: very Like that you deferib'd tame, 
: + Gn A fce't Fidloria the: very fame. ~ Aly my dear 
fbr. CO 
fioud bare feizdt hin 
- € Hp "Fas a young Fellow that I know = Teanit tell whe 
then fue may: be guilty, tho’ ir’s like enough. But be bas axl 
ied: i mae: nosy, to df ew a Brother of aur Trade, asad) wri 
call wpa me: again preafencly. | 
Gm, Wheedle him hither, dea Mix. Clin. Here's: ran Maipthe 
Boum Jinweytazp im the Haufe,, hes a roe and) willl Caine 
put him prele ently. 
CUP dos. enough, 








Ber aoe 
Gr. Oo. wy: Fie  Brafs / 
Bs. Baldy, Sin, E rhuilk than’ss a Gintieonam Dra: Tookurp: far. 


wih, Chg, O youn Spuvant s. What, ane you arquaiated. ier? 


Kame: jufk beam at your Shop. 


Cho: Losly fet bere tafe Mi.Gripe dim: Neckline yona Kafe. | 


. Br, Why; Si, do vou undertiand Tewels [Ym Gripe. 
I thar te yOu Bad dhalt: asrly im Gold. Rut: Tt finoak: the 
Mentear;,, back your, —-- a wort itn your E.ass, 





Aramintars Ban, ten 2 : 
Gir, Where tad vow the Nectlace ? 


Bw, Look yor, dost tasks your ff about tihattss ini im- 


Cannio wrk ames, aul E earn! ielip yous ng alesmvcantlh aut, 


=e A Remind anit, Wilhvin < |[StiovKes ate Bim. 


Hin, Wilkin | a bre, alex: hb. yom — Pic. ‘Os Thec's 
qpeasd i Complies 2 2 
Chin. Vitae dtp you Bis onite, Sin? 


Dr Wupk en? MD che Discill tRraln mrs UT I nee 


ty tuk qink, 

in, Yeni ies 2 Punaivantl: Ropes i aff aA ‘bila, yon Hare 
| (Balkan thos ines, : 
Be, Setin!l emis, § Ce __ aie Wie: Hraves yea area to 
Boy 2? Det Tina ab ecny magny alae GID Wan 

me Walk unl ediflaar :9 glee une an ago ee aa 

ue, - a 

ay, Qiny, Sin, UF yon pleats, di anny part nooo of 


[ Kifles him} But wha broughe ea, 5 yor 


foun qre | 
POIED: we LQ may the Galland < agua, anull ME: a Bugis onittioe - 
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{ don’t underfland hard words, T-give you warning one: if 
you ‘hatte a wind to ‘buy the Necklace, you may. let ¥t alone 
‘know ‘Row to ra ot, what -a Pox f 
Gr. ©, you fhan’t have that 4 trouble, Sir. Dear Mr. Clip, 
you may leave the Necklace heres idl call at your’ a and 
thank you for your Care, © oe © 
Clip. Sir, your humble Servant. °° [.Gaing, 
Br. O ho, ‘Mr. Clip, if you Meafe, Sir, this won't io. ['Stop- 
ping ast I dor’t underftand Raillery: in fuch Matters. o> 
Clip, I leave it with Mr. Gripe, do you and he difpate st, 
: [Bait Clip, 
Br. Ay, but ‘tis fram you, by your leave, Sir, that T ex- 
_ pet ‘ta ce [Going after him. 
Gr. You expect, you — to mike your efcape, do you? 
But Ihave other Accounts betides’ this, to make up twith you. 
To be fure the'Dog has cheated me of the two hundred and 
fifty Ponnd. Come, . al ain, give me an Account of | 
Br. Account of! —= Sir; give me an Account of my T Nock- 
dace, or UH make fuch a Notte i in. your Houle Th sraife the 
Deilintn. ao ee 
Gr, Wellfaid, Courage, © - °C aes ee 
Br. Blood and Thunder give It me, OF ——- ett 
12: Gr. Come, huth, be wife, and Pll make no noifé of this Air. 
Br Youll make no Nojfe'! But Pl make-a’ Nout, ‘and a 








de 


damn’d Noife too. ° O, don’t think te-———" - oe 664 
Gr. [tell thee I will not hang thee. ea se ee 
Br, But Ltell you 1 will hang you, if you don't Bie. nie 
my Necklace. Uwill, rot me? ~ 
Gr. Speak foftly, be wife show came it thine? ‘w ee gave itsthee? 





Br. A Gentleman, alk riepd of mine. Jie OO, 2... 
Gr. What's his Name? ~ Ae ee oe 
Pr, His Name’ hm in fuch a Pathon Ihave. forgot ig. 
Gr. Ab, brazen Rogue, oe ‘thou Hiatt ftole it from max Mciles : 
‘tis the fame fhe loft fix W CCKSACO, % havae SC ye ae 
Br. This has not been int “England a Monib.- ae an oe ee 
Gr. You are a Son of 2 Whore.: ies RR LES ue gab 
Br. Give me my Necklace. © - 6 nie 3 \ a 


Gr. Give me my two hundred and ffey Round NXe. Se 
Br. Yet Lofler Peace ry Cre word without Pafhons: Bhe 

Cale {tands | thus, Either I {at oat of. my Wits <a a ae 
a eee. Ss - Bt 
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out of y ours : Now’ tis:plain I am not out of my Wits, Ergo = 
Gr, My Bill, hang Dog, or I'll {trangle thee. [They frugele. 


Br. Murder, Murder. | 


' Egter Clariffa, Araminta, Corinna, Flippanta, and Moneytrap. 


Flip. What's the matter ? what's the matter here ? 
Gr. FIL matter him. - : 


4 


. Clear. Who makes thce cry out thus, poor Brafs e 


Br. Why, your Hufband, Madara, he’s in his Altitudes here; 


_ Gr, Robber. | ! _ 
Br. Here, he has cheated me of a Diamond Necklace. 
Cor. Who, Papa? ah dear me. * | 
Clar. Prithee what's the meat 
my Dear ? © pe | ei 
'.. Gr. The meaning 1s that ——I'm quite out of Breath --— 
this Son of a Whore has got your Necklace, that’s all. | 
Clar. My Necklace! | 
Gr, That Birdlime there 
Clar. Tmpothble | ae | 
_ Br, Madam, you fee Maiter’s a little — touch’d, that’s all. 
twenty Ounces of Blood let loofe, woud fet allright again. — 
Gr. Here, call a Conftable prefently. Neighbour .Moneytrap 
you ll commit him. - ee | 
\ Br. Dye hear? dye hear? fee how wild he looks? how his 
Eyes rowl in his Head? tie him down, or he'll do fome Mif- 


ling oF this great Immotion, 


{tole it. 





chief or other, | . 
Gr. Let me come at him. a ee 
Clur. Hold, — prithce, my Dear, reduce things to a httle 


Temperance, and let us cooly into the Secret of this dilagree- 
‘able Rupture. | ee eee — 

Gr. Well then, without Paton: Why, youmuft know, 
‘(but Fil have him harg’d ) you.muft know that he came to. 
Mir. Clip, to Mr. Clip the Dog did-—-- with a Necklace to fell; 
fo Mr. Clip having notice before that, (Can you deny this, 
Sirrah ?) that.you had loft yours, brings isto me. Look “at 
it here, ¢o you know it again? Ah you Traytor. [Zo Brafs, 


Br, Fle makes me mad, here’s an appearance-offomething 


wow ta the Company, ‘and yet nothing in’t in the bottom. 
Enter Conftable. _ | 
Clar. Flippaita. (Ande to Flippanta, foewing the Necklace. 
Flip. ‘Tis Faith, here's fome Myftery in this, we muit 
Took about us, . ae . «Clear, 


she Confederacy. = E90. 
Clar, The fafeft way is point blank to difown the Necklace. 
. Flip. Right, ftick to that. - 


- Gr, Well, Madam, do you know your old Acquaintance, ha?. 
Clar. Why, truly, my Dear, tho’ (as you may all imagine) © 
Ifhon’d bevery glad ro recover fo valuablea thing asmy Necklace, 
yet I mutt be uit to all the World, this Necklace is not mine. 
"Be, Huzza —— here Conftable, do your Duty, Mr. Juftice, 
Idemand my Necklace, ard fatisfacion of him. 
Ge, Vildte before I part with it, Pll keep it,and have him hang'd. 
— Clar. But be a little Calm, my Dear, do my Bird, and then 
thou’le be able to judge rightly of, things. 
Gr. O good lack, O goed lack. | 
Clay. No, but don’t give way toFury and Intereft both, either 
bf ’em are Paffions {trong enough to lead a wife Man out of the 
way. ‘The Neckiace not being really mine, give it the Man a- 
gain, and come drink a Dith of Tea. | | 
Be. Ay, Madam fays right. , 
Gr. Oons, if you, with your addle Head, don’t know your 
‘own Jewels, [with my folid one do. And if I part with it, 
may Famine be my Portion. - | ST, 
Clar. Bur dont fwear and curfe thy felf at this fearful rate, 
don’t my Dove: Be temperate in your Words, and juit in all 
your Actions, twill bring a Blefling upon you and your Family. 
Gr. Bring Thunder and Lightning upon me and my Family, . 
if T part with my Necklace. | > 3 i 
Char. Why, you'll have the Lightning burn your Houle a-- 
bout your Ears, my Dear, if you go on in thefe Practices. 


Mon, A moft excellent Woman this. CL Aficde. » 
| Enter Mrs. Amiet. | 
- Gr, TN keep my Necklace. . 


Bs. Will you fo? then here comes one has a Title to rif I> 
fan’t; let Dick bring himfelf off with her a3 he can. Mrs. Amler 
¥Ou ‘are come in a very good rime, you loft-a Necklace t’other | 
ay, and who-do you think has got it? % 
Aml, Marry that know Inot, I wih T did. | | 
Br. Why'then here's Mr.Gripe has it,and fwears ‘is his Wife's, . 
Gr, And fo Ido, Sirrah ——ook here, Miftris, do-you pre- - 
_ tend this is yours? | | : - 
| Afal, Not for the round World Ewoud not fay it; only 
kept it, todo Madama a {mall Courtelte, thatsall. ss; 
| : 2 _ Chix 





a 


7 i: be Confeders AL}. 


Char Ah, Higpania, & iwi] eutmow, Ml Aftete Pip, 


( ", Courtefie | ‘V bat: cae tc fie 2 2 a 
Pe loen AY Hitile SJomev mand ¥ thar Mads am had pete weed of 
fucale to pay me that and J demand no-mere. © 
Br. Sot EVES Frech 4 myTie wchave c ‘flarted vocw Hare Lind [Apide 
; Gr. tow, torfooth, $$ this true? ee tts [To Clarita 


Ci wre ou arem a Husiour at prefeut, Love, to believeany | 


thing, fo I won't take the pains to contradict, it. 
Br. This damn d Necklace will {poil all our Affuirs,. this 


as Dick's luck again. ( Akde, 

Gr. Are yo not aihanad of thefe ways> Do you fee how 
you are exposd before vour beft Friends hh > dont you bluth 
el it ? . 


Chi, I do Huth nV Dew ‘bat’ tis aoe you, “that here. it 
Shou d appesr to ie World, you was me fo bare of Money, a 
am fore d to pawn mv Jews els | 

Gr. Impudent Houlwife! ~ [ Rusifng Bis Hand to [Prike. lier, 

cs ile Chicken, you might have prevented all this, by 
Siving me the two hundred aad titty Pound, you fent. to Are 
PINE I een Dow, 

Pr, You fee, Sr; Tdeliver'd your Note : How I have.been 
abu: d to day 23 4 te 

Gre Vim betray u—Ja Jes oirboth fides, I fe thats LARb. 

Mon, Bur, Mad am, Madam, 1s this true [ hear, ? Have you 
take) a,~ fehit ot two hendred’ and fifty Pound : > Pray, Ww hat 
were you torctarn for thefe Pounds, Madam, ha? 

Aran. Nothing, my Dear, [only took’em to reimbuyfe yQu 
af about the faine Sum Vou (cut to Clariffa. : ee 8 

Alon. Tham, hum, how. ~ — 

Gr, Faw, Gentlewoman 1, did you receivé Money from him? 


e 


Gla, O, my Dear, twas only in Jolt, i knew youd gi ve ae 


agala to his Wife, 
Anl, Bat amovgit all this Tintamar, I don't hear a word bf 
ny hundred aks qs ¢ Madam will pay me, or Matter? 
Gr. Tpay eo nie’ Devil call pay. 
Clar. Look. you, my A, Mice: anart, pay Mrs. Amlet 


ner Money, and Tl torvzive you the Wrong, yOu. a 


my he with Aran: ‘inta, Am nat Ta Bo0d Wile now ? ee 
J burft with Rage, and wil nf get and of this Noofe, tho’ 
i my felfupiaanotbarns' .0 Ht tae 


Kon. 


4 


fhe Confederacy. TL 


* Bon. Nay, pray, Car tuck me: wp witli FOUR, i Bs. Mor, Gz. 
* Chen, —— Biry Pee : 


: Bie Dick, ; ee 
Or. Look Took Flippanra,, here's the: Coton vyaliceme: at lofi. 
| «Die.. Ladies. K askk your pazuow, b have thy downy, but 
4inl At Roeves Face, Rave T gor. thee Sold: good ton nought, 
Sisrafn, Sinraft, db: yor think to amufeme with your ME armagesy 
| am your great Furtures ‘Eboe bat play Give a: rare’ py wt, 
Canference. Wilby yO unyracious: Fidcall, wir i dw 

“you chink willl he the ard! of alll cis: ® Mow ERaven fa forzys & 
one, But T have a great Mind! ro hang size fort. 3 

“ n.. Sthe taiks to him very tonudiacde,, Begone, 

Bip, So mettunks, bs my Puts, 
B:.. Now che Rope Ss Star Es: ngsRi ig am end! c& in T Aides 


' ,, 


Dick. Wan ielli Edi with. her ? ft | Aden 


Ail, Wc bur feck: ar Fam, ms Dhoes:, he arte ¢ Counter: 
mince att 2 Chenuthiins, but ies « at Roone: im his diate. 
Clien., Wiliact isthe: mean offal rhs; Sirs sitet 2 - 
_ Adi, The menning;, gandl Jack... Why: thas alll ves Bee ype 
did) Kaffadi Tere, iss rmy Suan ratepiate > yor: Hin, Cicer un si: ? 
ow fLimake yor oun your Mbtligr;; 5 My aman, : 
Clan: Whar che: Col fon your: Sunn 2 fe = 
4tal "Tits Dyck. Madam, that: ‘ Rootre Die fe, kia fos of Uta 
tall yon af, wait Teas mick Marg, dtuer nw offif Cleat: 
M, Bire Some’ mal, it cant mevenoe, .  . & 
. dy, Syenks Rogues, ami Boot iy) Moreen’ 2 pu Bus fort 
i dicrontdh a Keegy tiem. 9 xe i 
— De. Wharwili youdae m may: > vow lind) andsedl comes 
mms, anf tahawecdin.ig, woud van dleceny! mayie : 
Ci, Ther, Six, ane Sore trom: fos dice > 
4):, Aol thave Hal A iininies se) et yan wis aid dhs: 
wilt: > re 
WL Audits Cavibmuetiodtinds of Wa: rnp iime i Tesinee > 
doe, Avalltthe Uanuviknte ro int mc fan! youn Soranite, weg 
ee ee an ms your (eh, . eee & <p Bi Sees 
CC! Unthedt U Winkie Moric! dee Carwetie! 
$n, Wnthac lif think edd tomas tt be Cuesta, 
Gd. Teoibreti To nthe: infistitthe Mirage oe 
- Hnideelletbsdk teil ne andl], “a 


as : tare é 


- 


her, Dick 


a > Lhe Confederacy. 


Am. Good lack a day, Guod Jack a day, there's no need to be 


‘49 {mart upon him neither, [f he 31s not a Gentleman, he’s 2 


‘Gentleimanr’s fellow. Come hither, Dick, they than’t run thee 


-downneither, Cock upthy Hat Dick andiell’ em,tho’ Mrs. Amicr 


is thy Mother, fhe can make thee amends, with 10000 zaod 


Vounds to buy thee fome Lands, and build thee a Houte 1 in the 
midit ont. : | 


-Omnes. How !. 7G 

~C. Ten thoutand Pounds, Nirs. Antes > 

Am. Yes Fortooth ; tho’ Ifhou dfofe the hundred, you pawn ‘d 
your Necklace for. Tell ‘em of that, Dick. 

Cor. Look you, Flippaenta, i canhold no longer, and I hate ta 
fee the young Manabus'd. And fo, Sir, if you pleafe, !'m your 
bitend and Sceevant, and + hat’s lune is yours, and when our _ 
Eitates are put toget! ler, I don't doubt but’ Wwe hall doas Ww ell as 


“a 


‘the bett of’em. 


Die. Say it ioe fo, my ttle Queen ? Why en if dear | 
Mother will give us het Bletiue, the Parton hall's rive usa Tack. 
‘We'll get her a fcore of Grand- children, and “4 merry Houte 
we ll make her, They kneelto Mrs. Avil, 

Aml, Ah — ha, ha, ha, ha, the pretty pair, the pretey Puir, 
tie my Chickens, rife, rife and Face the proudelt of en. 

And if Madam does not dertn to give her C Jonfent, a Fig tor 

Why how now 2 | 

Cl, Pray, Mrs. Amlct, don’t be ina Paflion, the. Girl j is my 

Husband’ s Girl, and if you can have his Confent, upon my word 





you fhall have mine, tor any thing belongs to him, | 


Fl, ‘Then all’s Peace again, but we have been more Lucky 


than Wife. 


Ar, Ardl fuppofe, for us, C lariffa, we are to go on with our 
Dears, as we usd to do. 

CL. ‘Jatt in the fame Tract, for this late ‘Treaty of ari 
ment with’ em, was fo unnatural, you fee itcou'd nothold. But 
"tis juit- as well with us,asif ithad. Well, ’ts a ftrangeFate, 
good Folks. But while you live, every thing gets.well. out-of a 
Broyl, buta Euusband, 


PUNas 
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